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The beforehand lotion that guards hands even in hot, soapy water 








Trushay is for all of you! Use it as a delicious all-over Use Trushay every way and any way you wish, 
beauty rub... to banish rough, dry elbows, knees and for this amazing new lotion just can’t help but do good 
ankles, for chapped hands . . . as a clinging powder base. things for your skin. Trushay is extremely economical 
After you’ve used Trushay these many ways, you'll realize because it’s concentrated. A few rich, fragrant drops 
that it’s much more than just a hand lotion. really goa long, long way. Get a bottle of Trushay today. 


Trushay—a boon to the lovely lady who wants to keep 
her hands soft and smooth as velvet. It’s so remarkable a 
lotion, you can even smooth Trushay on your hands before 
t' doing dishes—before washing undies. Your hands stay 
velvety and lovely—in spite of the hot, soapy water. 


1 TRUSHAY— THE BEFOREHAND LOTION 


A Product of Bristol-Myers — Made in Canada 
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ERE is the pen of a new age, so completely difterent that it seems 
H to work miracles in your hand. Thousands have asked for it— 
waited for it—making the Parker “51” the world’s most wanted pen. 

It starts in a split second. At the first touch, it writes. The hooded up 
floats silently over the paper with magic smoothness. Then, a surprise 
... the “51” writes dry with wet ink! No blotter is needed. In a second 
or two, you can rub your finger over the freshly written words 
and you can’t smudge them. Only the “51” pen can use the world’s 
fastest drying ink— Parker “51” Ink. It can, of course, be used with 
any ordinary ink. 

In design and workmanship, there never has been a more beautiful 
pen. There’s a richness in its smooth tapered lines . . . a perfect balance 


that you have never known before. The velvet-grip cap slips on or 


THE WORLDS 


) MOST WANTED PEN 


off easily without twisting or turning. Each ‘51’ is made with the 
sound precision craftsmanship that is a 56-year-old Parker tradition 
Ask your pen dealer to let you write with the remarkable Parker ‘'51” 
you ll want it! Colours: Black, Blue Cedar, Dove Grey, with 
Gold-filled or Lustraloy Caps. 


PARKER PEN CO., LTD., TORONTO, CANADA 


@ GUARANTEED FOR LIFE! Pens marked with the Blue Diamond 
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Yes ...one-third of your dollar 


— Comes from Cheshire and Czechoslovakia, Patagonia and Peru... 


It’s the vital third — 


— The difference beiween good wages and bad, profit and loss, glut and demand... ny oe 





IT’S THE EXPORT THIRD 


Maybe we can exist...and maybe not 


—By growing just enough wheat for our own bread-bhoxes. And mining just enough 
gold to fill our own teeth. And taking in each other’s washing. 


But can we continue to live 


—In happiness and security, in the style Canadians are rightly accustomed to.. . ' 


Unless we trade with the world | 


—And today build the markets which mean lasting prosperity? 









Cverybodys tu the Export Business 


. and every foreign buyer is just as much a customer of 
yours as if you were dealing with him personally. So if you 
have to wait a little longer for some things you want, while we 
ship them abroad . .. your patience will help to build Canada’s 
foreign trade. And if you happen to be making goods that can 
be sold in other countries . . . do such an outstanding job that 


your foreign customers will buy again. That is how to keep 


future. No matter whether you are employed ina store, factory, 
office or profession . . . Canada’s foreign trade is vital to you. 

Some wartime controls on exports still remain in force, but 
the door is being gradually opened. An inquiry to the Foreign 
Trade Service of the Department of Trade and Commerce 
will bring the prospective exporter full information and 
advice. The Service maintains Canadian Trade Commissioners 


that vital one-third of each dollar coming ...and protect your in twenty-six countries. 


Department of Trade and Commerce 
OTTAWA, CANADA 


M. W. Mackenzie, Deputy Minister 


Ze N 
--\ / \ yw oe 
- --- N e 


35 CENTS OF EVERY 9129 


Hon. James A. MacKinnon, Minister 


YOU GET...COMES FROM 
CANADA’S TRADE ABROAD 
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OUNe ale 


For the health of your scalp 
and the looks of your hair be con- 
tinually on guard against dan- 
druff. 

It is widespread, easy-to-catch 
and hard-to-get-rid-of. Its dis- 
tressing flakes, scales and itching 
can really raise hob with your 
appearance. 

Do as thousands of fastidious 
women do... make Listerine An- 
tiseptic and massage a regular 
part of your home shampoo. Insist 
on it at your beauty shop. 

Listerine Antiseptic is a won- 
derful precaution because it kills 
millions of germs associated with 
dandruff, including Pityrosporum 
ovale, the stubborn “bottle ba- 
cillus.”” So, at the first sign of 





The 
“BoTTLeE BACILLUS’ 


(Pityrosporum ovale) 


Listerine (ntiseptic kills 
millions of germs associated 
with dandruff, including the 
stubborn “bottle bacillus.” 
Remember, Listerine Anti- 
septic is the same antiseptic 
that has been famous for 
over 60 years in the field of 
oral hygiene. 





flakes. scales or itching, start at 

once with Listerine Antiseptic 

and massage twice daily . . . the 

treatment that has helped so many 
. it may help you. 


LamBerT PHarMAcat Co., (Canada) 


Ltd., Toronto. Ontario 


LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC and MASSAGE for DANDRUFF 


MADE IN CANADA 








EET Helen M. Kippax, the Toronto garden architect 


| responsible for the enchanting setting of Chatelaine House 

| J ‘ 5 
No, 2, presented en pages 8 and 9 in this issue. You’ve 
secn her before in Chatelaine, but this is her first appear- 


ance in company with a creation of her own, L« he perfectly 


detailed mode! of a garden design. The time is May; the green 


spears of tulips (about one « ihth of an inch high) are showing 

‘ t a ra) } I cane f wenL- 

in the bulb bed; the flowering cra apples are a Mist OF PINK, 

i ‘ae ae 

indeed, everything is in readiness for a delightful garden seas« 
even to that end post supporting the chain for climbing roses, 

which Miss Kippax is adjusting with loving care above. 


CHRYSTIE L. DOUGLAS, the 
Montreal architect who designed 
our Chatelaine [louse No. io set up 
his own practice about 10 years ago, 
alter some well-packed years ol 
travel, study and drafting experi- 
ence. He was educated at Lowe 
Canada College and Bishop’s Col- 
lege School in Quebec Province; 
served on sub-chasers an 


| mine- 
sweepers in the U.S. Naval I 


> 
ACSCT V¢ 





in World War I; craduated irom 

Columbia University with B.A. i 

1923 and B.Arch. tn 1925; and aft yea 4 architectural 
sketching and browsing in | urope ret irned t home te 
picked up his T-square and since then has seldom been long away 
irom the tools of his trade. LHe has si ned his name to a great 
variety of interesting work—hotels, factories, churches, schools, 
as well as many charmingly individual | ( in Me real 


DISCOVERY OF a new talent 

add to the growing list of Canadian 
short story writers 1s always an 
Event (capital “*E’’) in Chatelain 
offices. This month we bow u 
S. Casey Wood, ar. with th 
breezy yarn, ““The Princess Steps 
Down,” which you'll find on Page 
12. It’s the author’s first published 
story, and when we asked him to 
share his appre nticeship experience 
with other beginning: ficthoneers 





confided, “There’s nothing like a 

long illness, followed by a longer convalescence, to give a person 

the urge, and the time . write.” A Toronto businessman, Mr. 

Wood is on leave of absence from his firm where he occupied a 
ior tive vhich took him to New York, Washingt 

senior executive post which too lim to NeW Orn, ashington 

and Ottawa during the war years 4 





CHATELAINE 


- 


BY ELIZABETH ALLEN 


T’S THE most amazing thing.” 

“I know. !c really is.” 

The two women lunching together held papers in their 
hands and were going over every detail of the Druscilla 
Stowe story. It was the kind of a story which got a great 

deal of attention. Druscilla Stowe was not only a well-known 
society girl, but she sounded like the kind of person you'd 
like to meet. People were interested in her, and worried 
about her. Especially after the news broke of what she had 
done on her wedding day. 

‘It’s the queerest thing. What do you suppose really 
happened at the wedding, anyway? Do you suppose there 
was another woman?” 

“Well, personally, that’s what I think it was. I think 
another woman was involved, maybe one of those glamour 
girls her fiancé used to play around with, or something. But 
| don’t know. I’d give anything to have the real dope.” 

“Yes. So would I. I’d love to know what really happened.” 

Druscilla was humming a little under her breath. It was 
her wedding day. She stood in her room, looking out of the 
window, and wanted to shout just because the sun was 
shining . . . And because she was going to marry Brett, Outside 
the light was solid and golden, its 4 Continued on page 46 


“You really are in love with Brett, 
aren’t you, Drue?” her mother asked, 


Illustrated by Charles Reed. 
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Yardley English Lovender 
$1.25 to $4.50 





35¢.a coke 
box of 3---$1.09 


Do you want to walk on air? Do you want 
to feel as young in spirit as a ‘teen-ager? 
Day or night—formal or informal—your 
answer is in the eternal sweetness and the 
youthful freshness of Yardley English 

Lavender ... and in the rich, gentle lather 


of Yardley English Lavender Soap. 





OF LONDON 





ENGLISH LAVENDER 
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There's something about the Law of Opposites. It could work with a couple of 
dahlias and it still held for Sarah and Herbert Neland after twenty-six years. 
Was there any hope then for Anthony and that small bit of red-headed girl? 


NTHONY had a hunch Roberta would be there. 

| It hastened his steps home from the bank this 

summer Saturday afternoon. It lifted him up 

24 @ and also cast him down. He’d got nowhere 

with Roberta; she was pleasant to him, but that 

was all. Anthony thought the dahlia might change 
that. He pinned great hopes on the dahlia. 

He reached the Neland house at six minutes after 
two, six minutes being the maximum time required 
to walk from the centre of Kinnarsville to any of its 
iringes, The house was brick, slate roofed, wide 


porched, with a no-nonsense air due solely to his 


mother. Anthony’s father would have lived content- 
edly in a cave if it was fairly warm and dry. 

Past the Neland home was another brick and slate 
affair, but bigger and fancier, and beyond this were 


acres of greenhouse glass with flower plots between. 
The greenhouses belonged to Mr. Tyler and the 
fancier brick house also bel: nged to Mr. Tyler and So, 
in a limited way, did Roberta. Roberta Tyler. She 
was his daughter, his one chick. 

Anthony straightened his shoulders from their 


teller’s stoop and arched his chest. It arched well. 


You would never know the Army M.O.’s had found 


spots inside which for 


some reason threw them into a 


tizzy. The spots had never discommoded Anthony. He 


said they must have come from a mild pneumonk 


thrown off lightly when he was a mere babe. He said 
he could run 10 blocks, eat a cracker and then whistle. 
He offered earnestly to prove it. The experts did not 
seem interested. 

Anthony’s mother, Sarah Neland, met him in the 
front hall. He was very much her son, as sober and 
reserved as she, with the same brown eyes and hair 

**Had lun h, dear a she asked, her 


| 1 “D1 - ’ 
ht always of the practical, Roberta’s 


and solemn jaw. 
first thou 


here,” she added. 
; : pos i ; 
Anthony’s pulse crowded his bankerish white 
collar, but he just said, “Kio. 


yr room. 


and went with vast 


composure 





>} - acd | 4a ’ | . 
Roberta Tyler had ruled sheets of paper spread on a 





bared section of the table. Pencil tip against he! full 
red lips, she looked intent and _ businesslike; but 
Anthony’s composure Wave red because no matter how 
business ke she low ked she had still, in over tour 
yea n through Nis decor us dreaming. She 
was tall, with thick smooth skin like cream, and with 
dark | Dp ( ( ach I } S hit« 
foreheac 

S! stares I ya Anthony | Anthony 
sighed, kn ne gaze is a matic hus 
Case She \ proba \ | k iphids i¢ 

“Hello,” said Ant S dow icross from 
he! ‘Wha Lie CK aay 

Lx t ble-er KKCC Ri crta t ed he 
ips W th the pencil Wi ir Anthony envied the nat 
mate wood, 

ye And she’s the world’s Dest pup |,’ approved Sarah 
Neland, once oflice manager for Kinnarsville Furniture 
Co. 

As far as Anthony was concerned, Roberta was the 
world’s best everything. He thought that witu a 
ensiDi¢ irl like t CSIC ma you ma could 
climb h He dwel ca e future 


“So you work in a bank,”’ laughed Pe gqy. 
Have you gota cold fishy eye or Sure. ne 
grinned, “The left one. I take wt out 
every night and park it in the refrigerator.” 


He was cashier at his bank. Then he was manager, 
then superintendent, then president. Hie and Roberta 
would sit across a table from each other as they were 
now and they would plan a winter’s vacation or decide 
on their second car. A fine, romantic picture... 

Anthony cleared his throat and returned to the 
present. “I think I’m getting it,” he announced. 

“1 ought to be able to install the new bookkeeping 
system by next month, Mrs. Neland,’”’ Roberta said. 
Then, indulgently, “Think you’re getting what, 
Anthony?” 

‘That dahlia cross,” replied Anthony. “‘ You know, 
[ told you, I’m trying to cross a King Peter with an 
Indiana Moon—”’ 

“This should save dad a lot of money. He doesn’t 
really know what things cost him now.” 

Anthony swallowed disappointment with his salad. 
He had counted heavily on dahlias. Mr. Tyler grew 
all sorts of flowers, but dahlias were his pet, and also 
Roberta’s. So Anthony had ingested reams of stuff on 
dahlias. He’d built a glass cubicle off the rear of the 
house, and now tried earnestly to cross King and 
Moon. Still Roberta did not seem impressed. 

Sensing a certain lack of appreciation in herself, she 
smiled tolerantly at Anthony. “‘Why, that’s fine.” 

“Like to see what I’ve done so far?” Anthony said, 
with his pulse crowding his collar again. But then his 
father charged into the room and spoiled it all. 


HERBERT NELAND always charged, usually with 
his coat slung over his shoulder and his collar undone. 
““Hi, family,” he said breezily. He heaved his coat 
over a chair back. ‘‘Hello, Roberta. You’re lookin’ 
delectable.”” He threw his tie over another chair, and 
at once the neat and sober room appeared dishevelled. 

“You three,” he scoffed, while Sarah winced. “ Here, 
when we have the finest back yard in Kinnarsville to 
sit in, and cold ale in the icebox. What’re you wearing 
your eyes out on now, Rob?” 

**Double-entry bookkeeping,” said Roberta duti- 
fully. Anthony knew she liked his feckless father but 
was bewildered by him. So was Anthony. So, too, was 
Sarah, after all the years. 

*“Double-entry applebutter,’” boomed Neland. “‘On 
a day like this.” His genial glance approved Roberta’s 
curves. “‘And you let her do it,” he said to Anthony. 
*You’re no son of mine.” 


This was not all fancy. The burly, laughing man, 


who was the county’s best insurance salesman when 


he wanted to be, had passed on to Anthony nothing 
Dut his size. 

Mrs. Neland sighed as once more her husband’s 
rrasshopper frivolity snowed her under. He liked nois« 
nd crowds; she liked a few friends visited quietly 
now and then. He liked hot swing, she liked Mozart. 


+} + | j 
He though work Was a nuisance; she viewed play with 





a dubious eye because tt distracted from the serious 


business of living. There’d be no study while he was 


around. 

*“School’s ove r,”” she said ruc fully to Roberta. “W ill 
you join us in the yard?” 

Roberta said she wouldn’t, she had a hundred 
things to do. 

"There goes the best son a father ever had,”’ Herbert 
boomed as she crossed the lawn to her house. ‘‘Old 
l'yler says so himself, with pride, the chump.” 


id Sarah Neland 


ee 1 | ’ I ] , 
Snouldn t he be proud?” sa 


qui tly. 


“What of? ‘| he prospect of being eranddaddy toa 


) 


new filing system? I’m too close to that myself to like 


the notion. You, Anthony, what are you looking so 


serious about? 


“Thinking about a dahlia experiment,” Anthony 
said. ‘“‘I’m crossing a King Peter with an Indiana 
Moon.” 

““Sounds ribald, but I’m sure it’s not, coming from 
you.” Herbert snapped his fingers. “Say,‘wasn’t your 
gang going to the lake for the afternoon and evening?” 

““Not me,” said Anthony, mind on the difficult cross 
that should finally thrust him into Roberta’s work- 
manlike world. 

““Can’t a banker relax now and then, and toss a 
beach ball around and roast a wienie when the dark 
comes down?” 

“Too busy,” repeated Anthony, while his mother 
looked at the two—her son, so much her son, and her 
husband who for 26 years had jumbled her ordered 
life as boulders jumble a river. 

“Busy making dahlias to dazzle Roberta,” scoffed 
Herbert. His tone changed. “‘ You work in that darned 
bank till you’re the color of one of its statements. Go 
on to the beach, son.” 

“The greenhouse—’’ Anthony began stubbornly. 

A car honked outside, and then a girl’s voice came 
through the screen door. “Oh, Anthony, we stopped 
to see if you wouldn’t change your mind and come 
with us. Please do.” 

“Go on,” urged Anthony’s father. “Do you good.” 

Anthony sighed. He didn’t want to clown around a 
beach, he wanted to work. He didn’t like people in 
noisy groups, even when he knew all the people. He 
was not a hand for beach parties, or wienie-roasting 
parties or any other kind of parties. But he nodded 
reluctantly to his solicitous parent and went upstairs 
for his swimming trunks. 

At Kinnarsville Lake a mile away, Anthony walked 
dutifully toward the crowd with Alice Bart and Tom 
McKee who'd driven him here. He nodded soberly 
around, and waved to two of the boys out in the water 
with some girl. They were too busy to wave back. 
One had the girl by the ankles and the’other by the 
wrists and an epic dunking was in preparation. 
Anthony got an impression of slim white limbs and 
heavy reddish hair in a joyful tangle. The kitten type, 
he thought disapprovingly. 

““Who’s she?” he asked Alice. 

“An extra girl | wanted you for,” said Alice, a small 
blonde. 

“1 don’t think she’d stay extra anywhere for very 
long.” 

“That’s it. We wanted you so we could keep our 
men.” 

There was a scream, spluttered laughter, then a 
progressive splashing. “‘Peggy Tierce,”’ said Alice, 
‘this is Anthony Neland, the solid member of our 
crowd.” So Anthony turned. 


IT WAS the craziest thing. Peggy’s lips, deep coral 
without make-up, moved in a Hello, but Anthony 
didn’t hear it; he stood in a world gone suddenly 
soundless. Then his heart seemed to flip over and 
begin pumping the wrong way. And all the time there 
seemed to be nothing about this Peggy Tierce capable 
of causing such physical confusion. She was just a 
| 


nice small girl, quick moving, with dark, dark eyes 


. 
that made her hair seen ehter red than it was, and 


with clear fine skin anc mall face that looked as if it 
haus hed a lot. 

She said, “The solid member of the crowd?” And 
now Anthony could hear fairly well and could make 
his face beha ( 

I work ¢ \ | ul ely witty. ““Are 
you visiting Kinna i ar 

‘Staying,” said Peggy # Continued on page 52 
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Illustrated by John Jones. 











To bring to Chatelaine readers the best in cur- 
rent architectural thought on the matter of 
house design, five prominent Canadian archi- 
tects have been commissioned to prepare solu- 
tions for typical family needs. Each has his 
individual approach in the matter of style, but 
all seek to incorporate recent developments in 
materials, methods and equipment that contri- 
bute to better, more convenient living. Chate- 
laine House No. 2, presented herewith, was 
designed by Chrystie L. Douglas, architect. 


CAR ACE 
9c :+ws 


HH | 


wat 
ey 


LIVING KOOM 30'0° + 140° 
Tito ‘i 


Living-dining room stretches full width across rear 
of house, and overlooks the garden. Laundry, 
brought up out of basement, is made part of 
kitchen. There is a ground-floor washroom. 










[] BEDROOM 
44° « iz74¢ oO 


Second floor has three bedrooms, each with closets 
of generous proportions; tiled bathroom and large 
linen closet. Bedrooms have good light and air. 


Right, at top: Chatelaine House No. 2 as seen from 
the street. Picket fence shows building to advan- 
tage. Walls are red brick laid with white mortar 
joints, woodwork is white, roof is blue-black. 


Right, centre: The side view, showing dormer 
windows of second floor, kitchen entrance, and 
the trellis that screens the drying yard from 
the terrace. Fence indicates property line. 


At right: Flagstone terrace opening off living 
room contributes much to the appeal of House No. 
2 during summer months. Picture window is fixed 
in place, uses insulating glass, Note attic ventilator, 
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Looking toward Chatelaine House No. 2 from the end of the garden; 
lily pool in foreground is in direct line 


window of living room. 


Chatelaine presents 


\ House With Its Garden 


by JOHN CAULFIELD SMITH 


irchitectural Editor 


HE LONG-AWAITED boom in house building 
is under way. Pent-up demand has resulted in 


activity of gold-rush proportions, but many 


families planning to build are unfamiliar with the 


latest innovations and improvements offered our residential distric for generations to come. 


by the construction industry and are particularly Anxious to acquaint reader ith the ad 
puzzled as regards the matter of architectural style. offered by various types of design and thus ass 
Because the building of a house is the major invest- them in making an intelligent choice, Chatelaine con 


‘ment of a lifetime, they unanimously desire that the missioned five leading architects, each with his own 
structure age well, that it have through specification conception 6f what modern design should be like, t 
of durable materials and equipment—a slow rate of design dwellings which would answer the needs of a 


typical family living anywhere in ¢ 


that the 


obsolescence. But tn design they are uncertain as to 


hey should build a h 


anada, 


whether t use similar to pre-war It has been assumed family consists of 


models or whether they should reject the past and parents having two or three children. The father earn 


build something entirely different. a modest income from an urban occupation, and he and 


Whichever their choice—and each alternative has his wife are people of discriminating taste who have an 


much that could be said in its favor—the design of the interest in making the most of modern living. 


houses they build will determine the appearance of While seeking to employ those de velopme nts in 


garden is 


The 


with the large 


developed on two levels. 


picture 


¢ i method ! ce ipme mak lor case 
é r ct ! CREE ( eK lomy and 
+ 
ce of mind in maintenance, each architect has h 
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[ i“ n r matter « cit 1 Or Vic 
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Park ‘ rated ithe! rracical Solution Wa 
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as 1 
pressed themscives in favo 


+ 


L.. Douglas 


ect Chrystic 


a ude Mr. Douglas 
volution of a tradit onal 

I rred toa violent break 
rs no atomic miracles, but 
todsy’s needs in such a 
tradition, 

on Mr. Douglas in his 

l out, however, that ina 
by the Maclean-Hunter 


\¢ house builders eXe- 


of dwellings having base- 


| 1 | 
ments, brick walls, fire places, and pitched roofs with 


composition shingles. 


on the eround 


washroom { 





anted pileni Oo! storage 





Also mentioned were the facts 


that Many people showed a desire for a laundry and 


: ; ; 
floor, that the majority 


# Continued on page 41 
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A killer was at large in her life... someone who 


wanted to drown her during her honeymoon in the South Seas... 


someone who could plan and wait 


f Wik DAY after V-J Day when Can 0 Tilton woman had ever come home from her 
\Ba ns came up San Francisco’ WIC isband’s funeral with wings in her heart. 
Market Street from the funeral of he \\ n, her mother’ butler, opened the door 
husband with that strange half-son I for em fle gave Camilla the message that 
ner eart, sne thoug! the lantastic leet Nii Carl n had telephoned from across the 
must be ymme sort ol telepathic communicath Bav. 
from the general V-J Day joy. ‘Mr. Carlson said if it was possible for you 
Pe le in the streets seemed pretty much the » 20 back over there today, he’d like to see you 
ime as usual, their brisk tempo showed at your house about five o’clock, Miss Camilla,” 
har e, but everywhere minds must be more at \ ilson murmured in the low tones suitable to 
cast more hopeful Still, that inward fteeli he occa on. “Mr. Carlson stated he had to go 
rab d freed Irom its cage was sh ck I lt ne ce ( th to Los Angeles in the mornin , SO it 
) vance showed in het ce, What \ ad pe ¢ is important for him to see you today.” 
hink? After a he is a Dean, and the sat gl i » over th you, Cam,” Mabel said. 
Deans were conser ‘ eOple. Not to men- It’ll pr vaably be a id thin to go right back 
on her! he Side f the house, the Hilt S er there. Gou ack to the house, even if it’s 
Beside I he car Mabel Fa , her fter a ¢ r rather beastly. But like 
ri 1on fhe lat er’s side, sa wit! eves closed, bad medi e, it has  swalli ed.”’ 
yt a icticll t! 1” stuff, (Cam Ila Va el nt » how one feels ibout 
gl every , she I ont, Jor Mabel had béen 
D t pa ittention t me,” Ma Y ( ved, d rcee married three times. 
cal 4 thout CT he eve : J S 2 ( Y in rm ired ¢ isually, oom SUPPOS¢ I'd 
{ ra r : \ 1 can, te S are a t d i Mr. Carls asks. It’s after 
eat el s let me see.. t ( ree ell have to hurry. Pil sec 
re 1, Cam, dar g? | »9/, Gamme, an ! er, ther leave. I told Miguel he could 
u're ¢ it ears younger . 9g? \ st home, hat [’ ull him late ig Miguel was 
feel quite you a : \ i, darl £ pe ier | ) I 1S¢ O* “ie pr bably come 
Camilla "t answe Mabel rou re ick ( cre 1a day or so, then Ill decide 
neve! id to answer Mabel, fortunatel ittod : 
As thev took the | toward her mother She nt up t e room that had been hers 
houst ( ked back at San Francisco Bay ice she could remember and stood by he: 
spread ke a blue rug at he citv’s di ind dresser, taki y St k of the girl in the mirror, 
some! ltt oh she had been lookit it the ticing for the first time that she was far too 
scen I st of her ie, it leit her Dreati les iS m, ac illy t n It might be the black dre SS. 
f she th ght, she’d bee ‘ f i jong time slack is thinning 3ut black, for her, was 
id vy was home ery be Vil It made her skin look milky 
rae. ist well, ¢ am, il Felicia didn t Viiite like i urde i etal 
com he I era ’ Ma Sald, Felic Was Her eves re dark and ge Id-flecked and they 
Camilla’s married sister. | vad the s oked back at het from the mirror tn blank 
have measles, of course But Felicia never lerment. J’m 7 thinking of Peter, she 
ked Guy, ¢ she? You kne » ‘ I ! mured under er breath. She had been 
>”? é iced to Peter before her marriage to Guy. 
\ she knew R s s red, I ets bl IC « eo Lear Peter She ran a comb through her 
] Th } / , ? mind [? Dox d k rt It Y« - I’m ( S7ily DP ve been 
eve! e fee k s? Vome \ ) se The ul ( ? é 
«? Mavb husbands ers Tee Out ere r I ( west W di Ws, across 
& wee, > Maybe | sba Pacific, 1 ir was over at last, glorious 
Prof ( B S, i I¢ i ( 1 her bi Jin ( ld be sal 
Jir 1, « t years, anc 
e he ld come ne n Then he 
SHE WAS glad her mother had been p . d be happy aga 
not t ther that n une headac She t e ha t her mother’s 
ic sn t are n » al ) ett iS S ed 
Mab Ia ! er asked a ( llern er 1 Mr. Carlson was a Iittle 
e l All I pen Cece ( call Can i CK t Ne eas Bay 
‘ ( ck < tl \ CKIY An a ( S dea W hateve 
5 He 7 er c e ot f til CSS 1 ( it Lleada e. 
Hil cs and 1 Hrla womal ev eadac ( nt she ht et up an 
hee ’ ced, ' { t the chance Were iress ( Ca ia 
But ist tl! ¢ Camilla wanted. 
ee ) el th her, Aunt Bee,” Nla ae 
ced | n ( I L\ Fi try not to be 
‘We will tay!” he snapped \ Nick ( ined Ne Y ork So | 
angrily. “A wife’ place ee 
vith he hu h ind, isn't ite Li es J ' as 
nave t ce i ) el Lote 
mbiec i \I a | \ iCK ( 
. R art | ( | Ve 


AN EXCITING 


NEW 


MYSTERY 


“] suppose it’s something about Guy’s will.” 

“With the wretched state of my nerves, I 
suppose I’m not quite up to crossing the Bay,” 
her mother said in sombre tones. ‘Maybe I'll 
feel better after dinner. If John Carlson has 
something up his sleeve, phone me, and Wilson 
will drive me over. Really, Mabel hasn’t much 
sense, with her profanity and that Yogi stuff she 
learned in India!” 
“She'll do all right, mother. 
company.” 

She asked Wilson to bring her roadster around 


and 10 minutes later she and Mabel were on 


She’s gC od 


their way. 

A thin mother-of-pearl mist hung over the 
Bay by the time they reached the bridge, with 
the sun- falling through in spots like blobs of 
golden honey, and that meant a fog bank was n 
pushing in from the ocean, you could already 
feel its chill. A yardstick thrust through the 
centre of the Golden Gate straight across the 
3ay would touch, at the opposite end, the front 
door of Camilla’s house. From the time you left 
the bridge and turned toward the foothills, you 
could see the rambling stucco house, set high 
on the hillside, just above the university. 

Che front garden, a thick blanket of purple 
moss, had only a single pepper tree, set far 
enough from the house so that not a single lacy 
shadow was cast across the wide windows. 

On a white bench under the pepper tree sat 
the attorney, Mr. Carlson. 
“‘Damme, he’s already here,” Mabel said 
‘Lawyers are always ahead 
They used to drive me mad when I 
was getting my divorce! Darling, I’ll go up 
and unpack our bags while you talk. Then Ill 
make some tea. In India, every time something 
untoward came up, we filled our tummies with 


under her breath. 
of time. 


tea 
“SORRY I had to barge in on you today, 
“I’m the defense 
attorney In that Kennings murder case down in 
Los Angeles, which opens Monday, and I’d 
| So I had 


planned to get down there tomorrow. 


Camilla,” the lawyer said. 


»see you now. How’s your mother?” 

Except for one of her head- 
She still has them now and then.” 

She pushed open the 
or that led to the greenhouse, where 


“Oh, very well. 
iches. 
The room was close. 


+ 


Cast d 


Guy’s rare orchids were, then she sat down in 


the curve of the west window, and waited. 

“I’ve not seen you in several years, Camilla,” 
Mr. Carlson was saying. “I’m glad to see you 
looking so well.” 

‘Thank you, Mr. Carlson,” she said, shocked 
igain. I’m sorry about Guy. I felt very sorry... 

“Well, down to business, my dear,” Mr. 


Carlson was saying. “When I went to Europe tn 


the autumn of 1939, our firm wrote your 


isband’s will-——a new will, it seems. That part 
f our business IS handled entirely by Mac- 
avish and Johnson. It’s routine with them, of 
irse, Well, it seems that all this while, 
K WI t me, were two sealed letters 
« ed ( nn marked No. | and No. a 
cked away with the + Continued on page 26 
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TUM CeO 


Sar Rae th OY YD 





What would you do if you suddenly in- 
herited five million dollars? Probably 
just what Susan did when she found 
Larry was a man whom money could 


neither buy nor change 


He pre ssed another slice of hread firmly 
on top and took a large bite. “You blokes 
never seen anyone eat a sandwich before?” 
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Illustrated by Jack Keay. 
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The Princess Steps Down 


aa 


HE LIEUTENANT slid into the seat of the 

cream convertible with his eyes closed. He 

couldn’t see the girl anyway as the atomic power 

of the flash bulbs had blinded him. He hunched 

wide shoulders in mute protest against the 
questions which his arrival released like bullets from a 
quick-firing gun. 

““What’s it like to love a rich girl?”—‘‘Give us a 
statement, sailor !’’—but above all the others, weaving 
in and around them, was the question which seemed 
to have become the litany of his days, “What did you 
think when you heard about it?” 

Larry Murdock’s patience was visibly tight-strung, 
but he answered civilly enough. “It feels swell. 1 
thought—bow nice! Now will you lay off? I haven't 
seen her for three years.” 

Susan Hastings said, “Larry—don’t you want to 
drive? I brought this car because 

He was frowning, at the distance of inches, into a 
camera lens as he said through his teeth, ““How many 
cars have you?” 

“*Five,” she said. “ Not counting thestation-wagon.” 

The flash-gun flared and Larry made a sound deep 
in his throat. “‘Let’s get out of here,” he pleaded. 

Under the urging of a high-arched foot in a red 
leather pump, the car’s forward rush streamed honey- 
colored hair back from Susan’s face in a gay banner, 
and scattered the representatives of the press. 

When the car was lost in the anonymity of the 
traffic, Susan managed to control tears by rapidly 
fluttering long lashes over brown eyes, as she mur- 
mured, “‘Larry—you’re home.” 

He turned sideways. “A fine welcome... no 
kiss.” He accepted the slim hand she took from the 
wheel and folded a kiss into the pink palm, then 
returned it to her saying, “Safety before pleasure.” 

“Larry, we've a lifetime of kisses ahead.” 

“So short a time.” His eyes approved her smart 
grey suit and tiny impudent hat. “Some outfit.” 

Susan seized at the topic as a sailor heads for an 
escape hatch. “It’s a Lucille—an exclusive model, 
designed for me.” 

Larry pushed his cap to the back of his head. “My, 
my,” he said. “*God bless Mr. Westbond.” 

There was so much strain in his voice that Susan’s 
eyes came from the traflic in a searching glance. 

“Larry, don’t . . . I explained it all in my letters.” 

He relaxed in the seat and said, “* Let’s go through it 
again. It intrigues me! Evidently it gets everyone 
the same way. Reporters! And then just for a change 
—more reporters. They’ve been after me at every 
stop—even sent me 1,000-word telegrams asking for the 
story of my life. Offered good money, too.” He 
sighed heavily. “I’m beginning to feel like a goldfish.” 

“You'll get used to it,” said his fiancée unsympa- 
thetically. 

“So does a goldfish, I guess.” He glowered at the 
impressive instruments on the dashboard. “I'll bet 
this job cost enough. What sort of a guy was West- 
bond?” he asked sharply. 

“If you’re going to take that tone, 
Murdock ~”* 

It was still the same tone as he said, “After all, 
men don’t usually leave working gals a million 

**Five million,” she corrected. 

“and a flock of houses and cars, just because they 
like their face.” 


I arry 


by 8S. Casey Wood, Jr. 


“Mr. Westbond did.” 
He put his hand momentarily on her arm, “Skip 
it... guess I’m just tired. I know there’s nothing 


Her voice was a challenge. 


” 


wrong with it. Only 

Susan’s voice was mollified. “You know, I couldn’t 
even remember what he looked like. So many men 
came into the canteen ... they all began to look 
alike. I must have been particularly nice...” Her 
voice was low. “I’m glad | was. He was killed as soon 


as he got over there.” 


IT HAD been a fairyland adventure, the Prince 
Charming transforming the lovely commoner into a 
Princess—only this time it had cost him his life, and 
not just a kiss. When eccentric millionaires, the 
last of their line, go off to war after making a will 
leaving all their possessions to a pretty girl whose 
friendly manner and kindly interest are the sole 
justification for such generosity, that’s news. 

Overnight, Susan Hastings became the feature of 
every publication, her movements constantly por- 
trayed for a public who, in imagination, lived through 
the adventures and excitements which her exploration 
of the inheritance provided. Susan found herself 
the possessor of a bewildering number of items, among 
which the three-story penthouse in town and the 
estate in the country loomed large—but there was 
also a ranch in the West, a fishing camp on the 
Restigouche River and some smaller hideouts in 
mountains and by the sea. She found she had a smal! 
business payroll, counting domestic and outside 
workers—with several banks only too willing to 
provide the funds to meet it out of her well-stocked 
accounts and vaults. 

It was an event to floor anyone, but Susan was 23, 
healthy, and it wasn’t like being turned into a frog or 
something. It was fun. She loved every minute of it. 
Also, it helped pass the months until Larry’s return. 

“You weren’t supposed to dock until evening,” she 
said. Larry explained that a fog bank which hadn’t 
materialized was to blame. “I’m sorry | didn’t know 
sooner,” she mourned, as she swung the car to the 
curb before a towering mass of grey stone. “I made 
several appointments for today.” 

“That’s easy,” he said. ** Break ’em.” 

“Oh, | can’t do that.” Her voice was hurried, as if 
she wanted to convince him. “There are obligations 
and responsibilities which come with great wealth— 
one must live up to them, if one intends to keep trust.” 

Larry raised his eyebrows and reared back in his 
seat. ““Can you say all that again?” His eyes mocked 
her. “*Where’d you read it?” 

“1 didn’t read it; it’s just common sense. You'll 
understand after you’ve talked te 
weather.” She spoke across him to the doorman, “The 
lieutenant’s bags are in the back.” 


George Fair- 


Larry watched the deployment of another group 
of reporters and photographers with disapproving 
eyes. “Is it like this all the time?” 

Susan laughed, and approving flash bulbs blinded 
them. ‘‘Most of the time.” She took his arm. “It’s 
fun!’ She appealed to the group clustered around 
them. * How about le aving us alone today?” she 
squeezed the blue-clad arm—*‘ After all, he’s been away 
a long time.” It was evidently the right approach 
for the cordon opened to let them through. 

The lobby was exclusively restrained with a hush 





as if you were entering a temple or, at least, a funeral 
home. 
world with a friendly light, were pensive and waiting 


Larry’s eyes, which ordinarily looked at the 


as they followed his luggage into an elevator. Susan 
either didn’t notice this, or disregarded it. 

Most of Susan’s domestic staff was drawn up in the 
foyer of the penthouse—which was about the size of a 
railroad waiting room. There were two men in mul- 
berry-colored uniforms who manhandled his luggage 
out of sight. An elderly woman, dressed in black, 
stood beside the heavily paunched, silvery haired 
butler who wore a perfectly fitting morning coat and 
expertly possessed himself of Larry’s coat and cap. 

“Is Mr. Fairweather here yet, Gustave?” asked 
Susan. 

He paused with the coat over his arm to say, with 
ponderous exactitude, “They are in the morning room, 
Miss Hastings.” 

The woman offered a sheet of paper—accepting 
Susan’s hat, gloves and purse in exchange—saying, 
‘The luncheon menu, madam.” 

“Thank you, Tippet.” Susan wrinkled her brows 
and Larry moved to read over her shoulder. But it was 
in French. 

“] thought it wise to have a light meal,” explained 
Tippet, “with ladies coming.” 

Susan returned the menu. 
Tippet.” 

“We got ladies for lunch?” 


ple ased, 


“That will be fine, 
Larry didn’t sound 


Susan tried 
to sound blasé. “It’s the editor of Chic—she wants 


“I told you I’d made appointments.” 


an exclusive picture story of my summer wardrobe.” 
“Does she have to eat too?” 
“Silly!” 
George Fairweather 


Susan took his hand. “‘Come and meet 
.- Mr. Westbond’s lawyer. 
He’s been a great help to me—you'll like him.” The 
set of Larry’s jaw indicated there might be some 
doubt about this. 


THE MORNING room was done in dove-grey, the 
wall space occupied with heavy gold-framed paintings. 
The furniture was grouped in formal stiffness around 
the central theme of a massive fireplace, surmounted 
by a gilt-decorated mirror running to the ceiling. 

George Fairweather, dressed in morning trousers 
A man who so 
perfectly achieved lack of personality that Larry kept 
forgetting he was in the room, left a stiff occasional 
chair like a Jack-in-the-box, a large black briefcase 
clutched to his stomach. 

“Susan!” 


dered figure and an easy grace of motion. His voice 


and a short coat, rose from a sofa. 


George Fairweather had a wide-shoul- 


was an impressive, deep-toned bass. “‘ How pretty you 
look today.” 
this. 


He spoke as if accepting full credit for 


Larry underwent a critical examination as they 
shook hands. He topped the other man by inches and 
noticed a suggestion of a thin spot among the smoothly 
combed black hair.  Instinetively he ran fingers 
through his own short-cut brown thatch, as he said, 
“How’ll 1 do?” 

The lawyer missed the point, and said, “Susan has 
told me so much about you, Lieutenant Murdoc k.” 

From the archway Gustave announced that a Mr. 


He knew that he was being judged. 


Haggerstone and a Miss Teesdale were in the waiting 


room, + 


Continued on page /? 
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ad two girls: one for everyday and one for Sunday; one 





Heh 
s 

for 

when aman has to choose — or let a bright and resourceful 


hine and one for moonlight. But there comes a time 


secretary like Molly make the permanent decision for him 


many headaches. In words of one syllable I will explain the meaning 
of each and every paragraph, how the blanks are to be filled, how the 


figures are to be written. I have been designated, chose n, and elected! 


I am about to set out to see the world. Yippee!” 


“How long will you be gone?” Her voice sounded surprisingly small 
even in her own ears. 
**About six months. There are a few other little matters to straighten 
+ 1599 
rirl? 


» ZOoSe g 


out for them. Gonna miss m« 
+s might.” 

**Swell.”’ 

“And I might not.” 

“Now, now. None of that.” He went quickly into his own office, 
moving eagerly, as he always did, with his broad shoulders hunched 
forward a little. She heard him pick up the phone, dial. “‘Sonia—my 
sweet,” he said, his voice mocking and deep, “I’m going out on a secret 
mission. How about dinner tonight so you can give me your blessing?” 

Evelyn shook her head in the privacy of her own office. Yes, the 
time has come, brother. It’s all very well to keep two of us amused 
while you’re here to do it, but when you’re not here we will no longer 
be amused. Only one of us will be willing to wait—alone. 

**Lunch, goose girl?” 

‘Lunch for me, dinner for Sonia. Busy little boy, aren’t you?” 

“Lunch with your secretary is strictly business. Everyone knows 
that.” 

‘“*Meaning you won’t be wasting any effort or expending any charm 
on me?” 

**Oh, I wouldn’t say that. I can’t help being charming, and no effort 
is wasted on you.” He grinned, but there was something sharp behind 
the grin that satisfied her. It was like a small splinter of pain. She had 
meant to put it there. “Braids for a goose girl. How fitting.” He 
watched her touching up the crisp plaits of black hair that crowned 
her small shapely head. “‘ And blue eyes—and white skin and freckles— 
ah, my Irish goose girl!” 


‘“ 


‘Il am not Irish and I’m not your goose girl.” 
“You are Irish and your name is Molly O’Grady and you are my 
goose girl. We sit on a slope in a green meadow while the geese go 
quacking toward the stream and I kiss you chastely all day long.” 

“I am your secretary and I type your letters all day long, and I 
haven’t seen a stream In years, and my name is Evelyn Harkness.” 

**] suppose I don’t kiss you either?” 

**Not chastely.” 

They both giggled. He caught her hand and they ran for the elevator. 

“Do you believe in fate?” she asked more soberly as they sat in the 
restaurant. 

**No, but you do; because you’re Irish.” 

“Do I? It’s an idea.” 

“Wipe that cold, calculating look out of your Irish eyes and eat your 
Irish stew. You give me the creeps.” 

Fate. It was an idea. Perhaps fate had some surprise in store for 
red-headed Prince Charming. “‘Want me to get your passport and fix 


up your priority rating and arrange your travel and schedule your 


shots = 
**And kiss me good night and hear my prayers? Certainly. You’re my 
secretary, aren’t you?’ 


“T’Il take care of everything.” 
“Don’t sound so delighted. You act as if it were absolutely a pleasure 
for you to get my poor carcass shot full of misery and shipped off.” 
“Should I act some other way?”’ Come to think of it, how should 
she act? How should she feel, and what should she do about it? She 
should feel just the way she did. Yes, her reactions were right and 


good, And what were they? Well they were 


i I 1] me 2 Molly, my love . how do you {kk el te ward m¢ ? Do you not 
orieve that I must leave you?” 

“Since you ask me, no.” And since he asks, why not tell him? You 
were about to tell \ irself. “You im us¢ me.” It it was It. So bovish 
SO ¢ er. such a rsh f] > contide Capabl t ind once 
in a while there was something below the frott f his manner that 
made her feel warm ind pre ud, just fora moment 


‘“ | ¢ + | ‘ t ‘9 
No more than that? Just a tov, a baub » De cast asic 

e | | ’ | + | ? t | ‘ 
Oh, there's a little more nan that Some hing like anger was 


' 1 I 1 | | 
beginning, unreasonably Oo edge her words. The iste ¢ t in her 












BY DOROTHY BONNELL 


Illustrated by Machtey 


HERE were two of them: one for everyday, and one for Sunday; 
one for sunshine and one for moonlight— Molly O’Grady for smiles, 
and Sonia Virinova for kisses. Considering the manpower shortage 
probably the two-to-one ratio was fair enough, for a while, but 
there comes a time when a man must choose. 
That time had come. “Mr. Nelson, excuse 
Molly, whose name was really Evelyn, knew it as soon as he told her 
about the trip. The morning of the 15th, he came into the office fast 
as if he already felt the wings under him. 
“Hyah, goose girl.” 
“Hyah, Prince Charming.” to the flight offi- 
“Goose girl”—excitement tripped his tongue—‘‘your prince is cers. Yowre to ree 
about to mount his steed and get hence to slay a dragon.” 
Veer. 
“In exactly five days I’m going to fly to London where I will per- 
sonally lick, destroy, and subdue form 67-320 which has caused us so 


me,” she said, break- 
ing it up. “I’ve just 
been talking 


port for briefing.” 





And no wonder! It’s called Scotch 
Broth, but it’s really a thick and 
hearty soup. The nourishing meat 
stock brims with garden vegetables 
— barley to give added substance — 
and, to further tempt your spoon, 
satisfying pieces of mutton. Have 
you tried Campbell’s Scotch Broth 
on that man of yours? The chances 
are he’ll say: ‘‘Where’s this good 
soup been all my life?’’ 


Camels, scorn sro f 


A |} } 
And who would blame him? For here 
is a chicken soup to make anyone’s 
mouth water! A stock gleaming with 
chicken richness, fine white rice and 
tender pieces of chicken that almost 
melt on your tongue. Just as sure 
as you like chicken, you’ll like 
Campbell’s Chicken Soup. Here’s a 
grand soup to keep within reach on 


your kitchen shelf. Let the family 
enjoy it often. 


CHICKEN WITH RICE SOUP 


Ce rad sen oe" 


And that’s the natural thing for any 
man to do, the moment he catches a 
whiff of this one. For what man—or 
woman or child—wouldn’t go for a 
steaming plate of this hearty, homey 
vegetable soup, with its 15 different 
garden vegetables and its rugged beef 
stock? Matter of fact, in most families 
the call’s for second helpings on this 
soup. Better make sure <here’s some 
on hand at your house! 


Camb, VEGETABLE SOUP 


MADE BY CAMPBELL'S IN CANADA 


LOOK FOR THE 
RED-AND-WHITE LABEL 
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mA Flyme Housew 


IRPLANES! Airplanes! All you 

ever talk about is airplanes!” 

For years this had been a feeble 

protest which I uttered whenever 

my husband’s flying friends drop- 
ped in for the evening, 

But one particular evening, instead 

of ignoring my protest, Keith broke 
off in the middle of a heated discussion 
about the merits of a new type of 
aircraft and gave me that look. The 
latter is a sort of speculative gleam in 
his eyes signifying that “something 
must be done about this,” tnade- 
quately masked. by a tolerant smile. 
It is a sure sign that things are about 
to happen, sometimes good, and often, 
as in this case—well, not bad, but 
disconcerting. 

First, though, I should explain that 
my husband’s hobby is flying, and for 
some time he had been talking about 
“our plane.” When I expressed 
extreme disinterest he proposed that | 
learn to fly. But to me flying was just a 
rather dull manner of going from one 
place to another. Keith argued that 
if I learned to fly and acquired my 
license, #& would become an absorbing 
and pleasant pastime. He pointed out 
that with “our plane” I could hop up 
to Muskoka without the wear and tear 
on the nerves occasioned by driving 
on acrowded highway. In fact, maybe 
we could build a home up in the woods 
and commute to town by plane. 

I replied, “I'll stay on the ground, thank you.” 

Well, after 12 years of marriage I should have 
known that he was cooking up some skulduggery, 
particularly when he began to wear that vague, “I’ve- 
got-something-up-my-sleeve” expression. We never 
learn, do we? 

One day when my husband and | “happened” to 
be downtown together, he trotted me into a store and 
proceeded to outfit me, presumably for a winter 
vacation (I never did get that vacation) with fur 
mukluks, woollen ski suit, station wagon coat, and a 
red leather ski cap with mittens to match. 

Later, when I was admiring my new outfit in front 
of a mirror at home, he said casually, ‘I hope it’s 
good weather tomorrow. I’ve booked you for your 
first flying lesson.” 

I dropped the mitts | was holding. “*What did you 
say?” 

“Your first flying lesson is tomorrow.” 

“Flying lesson! But I don’t want to fly!” 

Male-like, he answered, “Sure you do. You know 
you like the idea. Now admit it.” 

Naturally, being a woman, I indignantly denied 
having any interest in planes whatsoever. 

Next morning I| was still feebly protesting, and 
continued to do so until we reached the airport. 
Secretly I was beginning to feel rather pleased at the 
idea of learning to fly, but after all I couldn’t Jet him 
think he was getting his own way without a struggle. 

Barker Field, north of Toronto, looked bleak and 
cold in the bright December sunshine, and | began to 
appreciate the mukluks and warm clothes. Later, 
when I discovered that the plane I was to fly was 
unheated, I appreciated them even more. 

We went into the Flight Office, where my husband 
left me in charge of Arnold Warren, while he went 
back outside and climbed into the Stinson. I watched 
the plane lift gracefully from the runway, and won- 
dered if ever I would be taking off as nonchalantly 
alone! Be-r-r-r! I shivered, not liking the idea, but 
it was too late to back out unless | wanted to appeat 
namby-pamby. 





‘by Dorothy Leone Edgar 


who didn’t even want to learn 
but is now so glad she did! 


Walt Leavens, president of the flying school, was 
an old friend, and I was well aware of the firm’s 
reputation for 18 years of safe, conservative operation 

a comforting thought. 

And Arnold Warren was, I knew, a very capable 
instructor, one of the best in Canada, having himself 
trained instructors for the RCAF and been decorated 
for his research in the same field. 

At least, | thought, no matter how many blunders 
I make, I| will be in good hands. And now, looking 








back, | believe firmly that confidence 
in your instructor ts half the battle. 

Mr. Warren picked up a small model 
airplane, and used it to explain, 
briefly, some of the principles of flight. 
[ must confess that this sounded very 
complicated and involved, although | 
tried to look reasonably intelligent. 
Finally he put aside the model, and 
said, “We'll go up now, and let you 
get the feel of the aircraft.” 

I nodded and followed him outside, 
climbed clumsily into the cockpit of 
the Taylorcraft (1 have yet to see 
anyone get into a plane gracefully) and 
fastened my safety belt. I looked at 
the instrument panei and the dual 
controls, and wished I were at home 
with nothing more complicated to 
operate than a vacuum cleaner. 

Mr. Warren had me watch the 
wings while he turned the wheel right 
and left to show how the ailerons 
worked, then he taxied out to the 
runway and took off. I looked out the 
window as we climbed, for it was the 
first time I had flown in the winter, 
but everything seemed very dull, drab 
and colorless. 

At 2,000 feet Mr. Warren levelled 
out, explained how to tell when the 
plane was in level flight, then said, 
“Okay. Now you take the wheel.” 

[ had hardly expected action quite 
so fast, but I grasped the control wheel. 

Nothing drastic happened. Mr. Warren showed me 
the correct method of holding the wheel, and I sat 
there wondering what on earth I would do if the plane 
decided to alter course. Fortunately it continued in a 
straight line. 

Flying began to grow a little monotonous. I tried 
to say something, but my voice Is naturally weak, 
and the sound of the engine and the propeller drowned 
me out. IT shouted. Still no good. Finally I gave up. 


No wonder men like + Continued on page 62 


“Confidence in your instructor is half the battle.” Here’s the author, all set 
for another hour of circuits and bumps with her teacher, Arnold Warren, 
whose interesting opinions on flying for women are summed up on page 62. 























































Feather-Light, Delicious 
Devil’s Food Cake Made 
with MAGIC 


A praise-winner — and a sugar-shun- 
ner! Magic’s creamy-rich Devil's Food 
cake is downright delicious proof that 
you don’t need sugar to bake a luscious 
F cake. You do need Magic Baking Pow- 
der, though, to help insure finer texture, 
more tender flavor in everything you bake. 
No wonder pure, wholesome Magic has 
been a baking standby with 3 generations 
of Canadian homemakers. Get some today. 


MAGIC DEVIL’S FOOD CAKE 


lg cup shortening 134 cups sifted all-purpose flour 
4 cup molasses 11% tsps. Magic Baking Powder 
2 eggs, well beaten 14 tsp. Magic Baking Soda 

2 sqs. chocolate, melted 14 tsp. salt 

1 tsp. vanilla i cup milk 


Cream shortening then beatin molasses and egrs. Stir in 
chocolate and vanilla. Sift dry ingredients then add alter- 
nately with the milk. Bake in 2 greased and floured 8" 
layer cake pans in 350°F. oven 20 min. or until done. 

SUGARLESS ICING: Combine 1 egg white and 34 cup corn 
syrup in top of double boiler. Cook over rapidly boiling 
water 7 min. beating continuously with egg beater. Remove 
from heat; beat until mixture stands in peaks. Frost cake. 


op eres 3 .- — MADE IN CANADA 
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WE SAY “VELVET BLEND” 


... you'll say “magic”! 


Creamy-smooth Carnation Milk is wonderful for cooking. 
It velvet-blends perfectly with other foods, in a// milk- 
rich dishes. It whips... it freezes... it’s flavorful... 
it’s economical and convenient. Try this recipe... fora 
cream sauce with a ‘‘special-occasion”’ richness, at 
everyday cost. 


GOLDEN EGGS ‘'n’ PEAS, CARNATION 
A meal-in-one “find” 


¥g cup butter 

1g cup flour 

1 tall can Carnation 
Milk mixed with 

34 cup water 


84 teaspoon Worcestet- 
shire sauce 

Dash of white pepper 

6 hard-cooked eggs, 
cut in wedges 


1 cup cooked peas 


34 teaspoon salt 
Make a cream sauce (it’s also perfect with any fish, poultry, meat, 
Melt butter in double boiler, add flour, blend 
thoroughly; add diluted Carnation gradually, stirring constantly; 
add seasonings, stir and cook over hot water 5 minutes or till 
thickened. Add eggs and peas, and re-heat. On toast rounds 
lay tomato sli es, pour creamed eggs over all. Serves 6 to 8 


ht 
or vegetabie). 


WHEREVER MILK OR CREAM IS CALLED FOR, USE CARNATION, 
CANADA'S LARGEST-SELLING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 





er a a 
From Contented Cows 

FOR Nv vet blend, FOR 1sk your doctor about 

tune int ' ontented a f prepared with safe, 

Hour—M joy ev ninion nourishing, digestible Carnation 


excellent source of 
vitamin D—wuniversally approved 
for babies and children 


Network your Milk, an 


newspaper f 






















Molly and the Moonlight 


; ‘ : ss 
Continued Jrom page 


much. You irritate me. It was 


exercise after weeks of slothful inact 
to say these surprising things, so f 
fully, to mean them, as she found 
denly that she did iil n you. 
miss you most pleasantly. 

| believe you mean 

| believe | do. 
here was m froth mar 


now, but there was huimor In his ey 


' 14 : ; aa 
and an odd sort of pleasure, and he 
' “ 1 
something rather queer. Coo 
said. ““That’s fine. Sha ( 
And tonight there w i be m 
' i 
and dancing, and Sonia ¢ I 
speaking in whispers, Making pr 
i 1 I ' 
runnin her tingers through |! i 


Evelyn scrubbed her kitcher I 


a \ ( 
| I 
ne supper, and Vink s 
shi yught abe Ry 
i 
dO! for him, and ab ss 
1 
ind then she thought of s 
fF 
made her smule a i LLOW rie 
| | 
ind fall asleep 
RED MOVED on t 
11 ] 
toward his own door the next m 


even faster than usual. He was qu 


ened, ke yed-up. He mparted 


+ 


alertness to her. 


ness Ivah, goose girl, 


t \ . f ' ix = +] = oS 
Getting ready to Song for Lonely Graves “arts these pro- 


pine tor me wher 
I’m gone 


“T’m not planning 











x | in the P 








He reeled to Evelyn, and clung to her. 


“Mama, I’m wounded, done for. They 


stabbed, and stabbed, and_ stabbed 
again.” 
” 


“ TT > 

You'll survive. 
“Just let me lie here qui tly in your 
arms a mome! It’s you—only voi 


iys been you. On 








ek d him on the brow ina] 
ke wav and pushed him to his feet 
i! yns on this ng = 
‘T’ll brave their frowns. Holy doodle, 
Molly, you should have warned me. | 
} vere JUST § ng tos e me 
4 t abl 1 i { { | ‘ 
Ro 
i 
me i ( 
) ) 
“i \ np 
Sa “Ng 
a 11 KCC en r 
) 1 t > 
do | l a 1. La 
ftened up quite a bit when | 
he And t - Pil sen he 
+ ( ‘ i | y re da TO- 
| take her I url 


“ge i on liigul 


acilic suilpand bad vests 





to pine But I an By EUNICE MILDRED LONCOSKE and signature bel 
getting ready. ton 5 
‘Things are comin : hall Phat: t Evel 
S a O now these islands shall forever vom e 
to a head Chere’s a cast trie ( 
berycy t t neo ' ° ; +. 
feeling of change Their long black shadows on the d ( ind y pe 
and decision in world, and press f feure 
alr around here, and Their fingers on time’s book, until so that the report 
Pm glad. the last , ready for 
““T ots to do before Slow page is turned in fear or R ike to | ‘ 
happiness. 
| go.” He swu PP Be oe 
Sa i in ' : lh, A 
around If ab ’ O rains weep softly on this blood ‘ 
his head craned iCK stained loam. ible comp e I 
toward Evelyn, | O winds take hallowed dust and some time, fee 
ng irms braced fling it far; t i 
wainst the door- Sift it on waves that break and curl an esom« 
mb “Ah sl. toward home... | 
' 1 it } vl ( I 
Government Is good . ” m above her wv 
17] star! 
and Wise, IILK¢ God. 3) W uc cyt 
Tr] 
The Government Her « S ¢ ) 
aang = 
wouldnt let me ¢ h ul K 
overseas e Army, e N Sh, ' f, 
the Air Force, t i ce, « \ 
wdne 5 It Se ( Y the k >» 
none € ¢ il ) 1 iD it her 
wean N | mobil ictured Red. She 
' { 
passed and I I ) I er" i ( i i S ¢ r I ne 
1Or Red Nx S 2 vo the Y i eve | é eVe . - 
send me!” He ead b ( M i up, s the early 
and si ted i ere, to s v the ligl t red hau 
Evelyn had half ris { » from the freckles; the wrist 
+ + * + { ‘ J 
) ( ae \ a ipped to his wrist 
ibsided aga ( I ’ t there was something about 
tion Oka ( those ba ry ind the wrist watch that 
Iriendly le, — be ul i nade Ev n’ heart skip a 
youl cha ce t i eat | ey were ¢£ ill t ind str I vet 
i my b I ie aren seemed 1 certain 
. | P | ‘ a] 4 + 1 iT 
et your I no p to tne if ma ! hae I here the rollec 
vith vou at 10.30 a dy »« I é r eacthe e ¢ OW \ wuld , the 
‘ iI | : { 1 
| De rave, Mama. VW ¢ ery red Notch, a 
( ind | imy hand? i ‘ ) 
, ! ‘ | T 
) 1 ¢ l ) ) I cit i I VeLy yped 
>; ) 
I¢ il | J | ( rie ~ te ul wade! 
can go by yoursell, 4 j elf Red 
“All right, mama. What do I get recul ca { % stroked b 
**Plague, cholera, and tetanus today 5 . | clot] pplied to ti ful 
lague, cholera, and anu day Mas COOL ¢ S applied to the parntul 
““ z ' . i 9? 7 1 
Wow! My country, I am yours rms by Sonia; womanly sympathy 


At 11 he came back into the offic 


174 “< | 
looking a little white under his red 


being poured forth by S nia. Sonia, her 


| : 
roiden nalr streaming toward her 





( 


* 


“Here’s the stuff the infirmary sent _ said hello, and they’d said hello. Thev’d 
down for you at your request. I think said he could come, and she was telling 
it’s all correct: seasick pills, aspirin, him. “You're to report for briefing. Just 
paregoric, spirits of ammonia. Do you _ to the right, here.” 
feel faint often?” she asked polite ly. Darling!’ Sonia sighed. 

“Only when I’m with you. Here, give ‘Just a moment, sweetheart 


” ' 
those to me. In half an hour he was Dack and the 


Sut she went on cataloguing carefully, dialogue continued. “Tl am your 
“Corn plasters .. .” always,” Sonia said, quite loudly, whil 
He grabbed the pac kage. “Give me evelyn was still in ears! 
that!” “My own. Y 
“Red, you're blushing 7 “Forever!” 
“Tl am not.” Evelyn moved on away. She lit a 
“‘I| borrowed some scales from thi cigarette. What if it did sound corny? 
mail room. Let’s see how you stand. Che real thing might. for a e kn 
You’re allowed 66 pounds. Your bag An hour passed 
comes to 40 this box for the office is Iv | 
rust 20, and the brief case is, oh, oh, Red showed sign of making enquiries. 
15!) She looked at him questioningly. Evelyn offered quickly to make them 
“Okay, so Ill have to leave the brief instead. Again she spoke to the officer 
case. Don’t look so pleased.” This time thev sa { sood-by. Sonta’s 
“But I’m not atall, Mr. Nelson. It’s a gardenias had wilted. Iter hat had 
shame.” slipped down too far over one ¢y 
“Don’t call me Mr. Nelson.” Evelyn reported to Red, ‘ Flight’s 
“Tet me see, without the papers the cancelled. Try tomortr . Goodn etre 
brief case weighs 3. Genuine leather, Chere was something nearly savage 
of course; and locks. They do add up, — Sonia’s eves. Red looked crestfallen and 
don’t they? Your old one now, only embarrassed. Evelyn left them star 
weighs two. It isn’t very big, but it’s big at each other. “Well, what shall we do 
enough—” now?” she heard Sonia say. Evelyn 
“Will you stop be ing sootl Ing and smiled and went home al d, remembering 
helpful?” the Sharpness I SO! i’s voice, slept 
‘I just can’t bear to think of you fairly 
vandering around England alone with- 
out a thing to remind you of Sonia.” SHE CALLED Red early the next 
“| don’t need anything to remind me morning. ““Why don’t you spend thx 
of Sonia.” day with Sonia? Telephone here every 
“But you said you were going to carry hour and I'll let you know when you're 
it with you everywhere, and whenever alerted.” 
you saw it you’d think of her. I’m “Thanks, I gues oh, I guess | - 
afraid she won't be very pleased.” Ile sounded jaded and fagged. 
“*T don’t like the look in your eye. | Evelyn smiled to herself. It would 
tl ink you planned the whole thing.”’ be quite a day, shi fuecsse E for S i 
“Why, Mr. Nelson!” and Red. It isn’t easy to repeat pro- 
“TI told you not to call me Mr. _ testations over and over in the daylight 
Nelson!” he said savage ly, and took her There is n thing, she ke pt te 
by the shoulders. There was a queer herself, more embarrassing, more ant 
look in his eyes. It almost frightened climactic, than prolonged good-bys. Oe 
her. Had she gone too far? “If I thought ioped she was right. She was stakins 
you had planned it f I thought you quite a lot on her belief. 
really didn’t want me to take it ies At four in the afternoon she told Red 
“What?” It was hard to find enough to go to the airport, 
breath to sav even the one word. Ile did. So did Sonia. oday ( 
He looked at her again, then shoved vore orchids, : er ha 
her away almost roughly, as if he wer of its wave. Red's eyes were smudge 
disappointed. **Nothing. guess you're nd | 
innocent.” Evel ren an 
She shouldn’t have, but she I¢ [he — 
oddly disappointed, too. deg : 
Sonia was at the airport. She trailed The cancella 
silver Ox furs and wore gyardentias, Uh 
Evelyn looked at her an smoothe [he next day KR 
down her « n well-« eeds i , x 
smug hand Vil take i ‘ ~ es oO 
thought, to moor ! iny da ‘ ‘IL did I 4 
week But what about you, Red? t Ue tn 
What’ ll it be? “Did she tell you 
Red, it seemed, was having moonlight quietly while sh iS n 
He went to Sonia, took her in his sor could always ren ( 
arms (and if he flinched only Evelyn nile J 
noticed) and gave her a kiss that would © dow = , 
have screened beautifully. Probably ' she has a r 
Evelyn only imagined that he had an ufter all she een , 
eve cocked toward her to see if she wer« vVhat she , 1ised to br y 
watching. And anyway she wasn’t. Will you mind your own 
Obviously Red was too occupied, too ““Can’t you take It any 1 
absorbed to attend to business details. “No!” He 
As usual he was leaving that to his ‘‘No, I can’t. I couldn’ 
faithful secretary which was all right face again. I can’t bear to | 
with her. She had counted on it. She voice again like 
had felt sure Sonia would be distracting through all tl ) 
After a while she went, a trifle ost« \- ’ d ¢ t 
tiously, to the oflice, and then cam three es! | 
briskly back again. Eve | 1 
“*Mr. Nelson, excuse me,” she said, “Vou little brat. 
breaking it up. “I’ve just been talking of Satan—” ‘The words were 
to the flight officers,” and she had—she’d # Conti 
‘ 


| 
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WITH FREE-RUNNING WINDSOR SALT ! 


HAVE you noticed that some meals seem to lack 
“sparkle”? It may be your favourite food, prepared 
with skilful care...and yet the flavour is disap- 
pointing and dull. That’s when you instinctively 
reach for the salt. And with that first light sprinkling, 
the deep, rich, ¢rve flavour is touched to life... and 
the whole meal becomes appetizing and lively... 
because salt has put the “highlights” on the flavour! 

That’s what salt is... the finishing touch. 
Canada’s housewives realize that since salt is so 
vital, it's wise to buy the best...and they buy 
WINDSOR. The purity of WINDSOR SALT is 
beyond compare...its free-running qualities are 
a joy to every homemaker...and above all, it 
brings new enjoyment, added interest, sharper 
flavour to all the fine food you serve! 

The eye-catching red-white- 
and-blue package, smart and 
bright in your kitchen, will be 
your reminder to keep up your 
supply of WINDSOR SALT. 
For the food may be the finest 
... the cooking may be excel- 
lent...but it’s the salt that 
highlights the flavour... Be sure 
its WINDSOR. 


FLAVOURING 
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. “ 7a” svaley _ a 
voluptuous curves, her dress slinky and Poor Sonia,” Evelyn said soft! 


soft, the moonlight and Red caressing smiling at him. 


her Red threw a calendar at her and we: 


Evelyn's fingers pounded savagely a 
te through Evelyn picked up the missile thou; 


t into his office. 


the machine, and the eraser a 


| ied it o 
the paper many times. fully. She studied it, drawing her 


black brows down, wrinkling her 


“GOOD MORNING, Molly. L ve me re forehead. Iwo more days left 
| rar” She slept well that night, but 
“Sonia does. Tonight I think she’ Red came in the next mornin 
let me kiss her.” mouth and jaw were normal. ‘The 
| ‘This afternoon,” | velyn said with snapped sl it with alarming dete 
cold precision, “you have an appoint- tion. The mouth was hard. “I 
| ment with the dentist.” sister?” he said harshly. He 
| Red gave her a long look. “I trust kissed Sonia and he knev | 
the non sequitur of that remark was not y ae ld e pe ri¢ 
so studied as it s unded?”’ He went into iove me. You | e to iove me 
his office quickly, almost before I elyn lenty. You have to falla ( 
| had time to arrange a gaze of innocent | ng me, because tl it’s the kur 
| enquiry. [am. You have to come craw 
A peculiar churning sensation was then—then—I'Il think about 
taking place somewhere under Evelyr *s was the ercen¢ i I hin 
| belt. I’m tired, she thought. | worked ently, MAKINS hey eyes hare a 
too late last night. Phe pressure of challenging. ev looked at ea i4 
getting everything ready for him to go. like that for a little longer, br ' ” 
Love me? he'd asked. Darn his casual- ingry, W th the te nes il 
ness, his easy charm and lazy teasing. etween them. 
No, not that. That was all right. It was “Okay,” he sar 
the speculating look behind the bant- fri itv. It was as if she’d slappe« 
ering words that got her down, the look face with a glove an 1 
that said, You never know, Molly, it up. 


maybe I mean it. The look that said, 
why do you think I tell you so much THERE WASN’T much time 








about Sonia? If I really cared I wouldn’t Evelyn thought a bit. The reports wer 
speak so lightly of her to you. all ready. The passport was read 
Sometimes Evelyn wondered if Sonia travel permits were granted. SI 
really existed, or if she were just a de ( worked very hard deed t ‘ 
Red used to rile her. allthat. There was nothing left 1 
She existed all right. She came to the to wait tor the seat 1 the plane a 
ss | office that very morning and she was weather. She drew a pad of 
blond, just as she should be, and her ward her, careluily typed 
perfume fogged the fresh air, and her and sent 1t by messenger to the tra 
dress was black, and her hat was a oflice. In a hour the ins we 
flower. back. Sh t up and went into R 
“Will you please tell Mr. Nelson that ollice. 
Miss Swanson is_ here? Miss Edna “Sir,” she ud, the wore k« 
Swanson.” blows, her mouth curved, but not 
But Red was already at the door 1 mile, ““you are hereby alerted.  ¢ 
greet her. “‘Ah, Sonia, my sweet —” home and grab your bags. [ll put 
“Really, Eric, I’ve asked you not 1 papers in the brief case tor you. 
call me by that ridiculous name.” straight back here witl 
“Miss Virinova to see you, sir,” and we'll weigh them so we car ‘ 
Evelyn said acidly, and Red looked mud my itl have left to carry « 
faintly embarrassed. material for us. You're t 
“lve brought you something, dar- it the airport at 3.30.” 
ling,” Sonia was saving as the door Red jumped up. “Yippee! I’m 
closed behind them. The he wheeled and turned n her 
After she had gone Red showed and for a moment her heart sank. “He 
| Evelyn the present. “I told you sh how come you knovy much? H 
| loved me.”” But there was just a touch come you ‘ m 
| of sheepishness about him as he d here?’ 
| played a king-size, genuine-leather briet “Vou ere out hen the m Lore 
| case, hand-stitched. came,” | . hopu ne moked 
Cl] & Vi % Evelyn hefted it. “It’s very heavy.” unruftled. ae the LV | 
es “It’s very handsome,” he said defen wants it.” It was true. ot could 
sively. explain it if she id to, but dic 







**Oh, yes.” | 


’ 7 ive to. 
a “It’s to take on the trip wit ne. | “Okay, here vO, See vou n. ¢ 
locks, see? Handy for secret document sweetheart.” % 
" | and all that.” “1 took the liberty of notify \liss 
ry | 


“Oh, yes.” \ nova to LM it the i ort it 





Red gave her a baleful look. “You a0 
A Perfect as a partner for soups will pack the reports in this brief case, “You did, did you—Miss Swanson t 
: and salads . . . tops as a base Miss O’Grady, and I'll carry it with m« you. Okay, kid. Thanks, thanks f 
for spreads and canapes... everywhere I go, and every time I look — everything,” he said with heavy empha- 
exciting with cheese . . . deli- at it tl think of ar | : sis and k ssed her, not nicely 
cious alone! There’s no other oe sah t I a n said m idly. 7 She wip d th kiss ff her mouth wi 
ane quite like Ritz! That a aye ed t eenen Fm door. the ba K Ol her hand and went back 
E 1en he came back from the dentist her desk. 
nut-like flavour and slightly Evelyn felt almost sorry for him. H When he returned with his things the 
salty tang belong to Ritz—and handkerchief was pressed to his mouth look of departure hung heavily upon 
Ritz alone. At your grocer’s and both were bloody. him and Evelyn had to turn her ey 
always ask for Christie’s Ritz. “You see me bloody, Molly, ir way She \ i quickly and tiv 
bowed, plenty bowed.” It sounded sort uid with admirable ¢« ) e, “Here 
t 146RC of brave and sweet the way he sa ad it is your passport, identification papers, 
through the handkerchief. His eves were ealth certificate, traveller’s cheques.” 


CHRISTIE, BROWN AND COMPANY, LIMITED miserable and acc using and be geed for “Check.” hi aid per stowed iia 


BAKERIES: TORONTO AND WINNIPEG sympathy. His jaw was swollen. away. 
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That trial of Jimmie’s had begun on In gay colors, wearing coats in weight 
Tuesday morning and closed on Wednes- from thin silk to winter furs. Camilla, 
day at four o'clock. She hadn’t seen _ her heart like lead, nodded to acquaint- 
Peter for a week, but she thought he ances, managed a smile or a greeting, 
would be home from Los Angeles on — and hurried on. 

Monday. She kept looking through the Peter’s secretary, Miss Miller, said 
court room for him. That evening she she thought Mr. Quinan was in his 

Miss De an,” 
crepe, hoping Peter would suddenly the girl offered, rather unhappily, 


appear. Peter had labelled the dress a Can i thought. She didn’t go often to 


put on her beautiful saffron-colored rivate office. “I will see 


’ 


humdinger. It was semiformal, had a Peter’s office, but this, she thought, 
tight-fitting basque of vel et, and the vazil toward the heav V panelled door 
entrancing way the long skirt billowed if Peter’s private room, this is some- 
out was like something in a dream. Ni thing new in formality! The secretary ee, 
one paid any attention to her, or asked had closed the door behind her rather THE 
her why she was all dres ed up wit! caretullv. The silence into which the ee 
nowhere to gO. At midnight, whe room fell scratched at you like claws, it +4 
Peter hadn’t material zed, she threw made your knees weak and the pit ol HH 
herself on the bed . .. wept. Her your stomach shaky. 
mother, coming In, thought she was | uly the door opened, the secretary rh 
weeping about Jimmie. murmured, “You may go in, Miss an 
“Jimmie will be all right, dear,” he Dean.”’ tt 
mother comforted. “The evidence is in For a moment Peter didn’t look up. 
his favor. Our lawver savs there’ Her anger collided briefly with the 
noth ng to worry ab ut.” thinness of his | £ h-< heekboned face. 
Lhe ey cle nce was in Jimn ie’s a . Bi t si e I irdled th it quickly. W hat 
allright. But the police said Jimn 1d she wanted was for Peter to take her 
been drinking. [wo glasses of dry in his arms. She wanted him to say, in 
sherry, Jimmi said. And the jury effect, “Curse that verdict, Cam, it’s 
prom tly brought n a verdict of man- rotten and stupid!” But he wasn’t 
slaughter. Ssavil invthing, he was looking silently 
It was at that stunned moment that d n at the papers on his desk. 


Guy Bains appeared at Camilla’s side. *“Good afternoon, Mr. Quinan,” she 
Guy Bains was tall, a good six-foot. His n Ked. “Am I, by any chance, 


by the exceptional width of his shoul- “Oh, it’s you, Cam?” He stood up, 
ders. He had good features, verv black offered her a cigarette, lighted one 
hair, and longish silver-blue eyes. H himself. “‘What I mean is, I’m terribly 
was an associate professor of botany at sorry about the verdict. It'll not stand, 


the university and Can i had attended | imagine.”” He was looking at her 














two of his lecture courses. There was a through a blue cloud of smoke. His 
cert 1 academik ” res Lb é s diflfere nt, some how, it sounded | 
that you could see a ng vay oll, tired, vague, utterly spent. “Sit down, 
Camilla liked that reserve. won't vou? I was afraid the D.A. would 
He knew about her and Peter, of | work the jury up on the police assertion 
course, everybody knew, and alm that Jimmie had been drinking.” 
immediately he was saying, “Saw Pet She stifled an tnclination to run 
Quinan on Market Street, knew he was around to where he stood behind the 
busy, so came to see If there was anyv- aesk and throw he rse If headlong into 
thing | « wld do?” his arms. Her small even teeth bit at Bon ‘ 
SO Peter was bac k! She | id a Nard he lip. She asked slowly, distinctly, 
tin onviction that Pet had hold her words even, ““When did you A. 
ey a Vou : Poe ” ca a_i the pleasure of fishing is re-living past ex- 
ce serted ner I ne i it need ] etl mnie i! m (IS di n cies eters i 
’ ' | t I | 7. 
don’t desert a person you love in | She caught at her breath as he periences and planning future trips. And that is a 
| r of need, do you? inswered. ** Yesterday. Flew up. Long . 
Guy Bains was fall of sympathy, he tedious trip by train. Too slow, driving,” grand time to bring CANADA DRY into the picture... 
d } wand on | arm, murmuring, , : ” | 
‘ef hand eae  B M tis ee daa for everybody enjoys its taste-tingling goodness and 
“Tm trighttully sorry, amiulla. ut vel said, trom ne doorway, 
“ , P aes is * . o 
you must not be afraid. Your brother You’re not groaning, or something, are zestful refreshment. World famous CANADA DRY is a 
will get a new trial. This verdict cannot \ u, Cam? Dat ng, don’t let it get vou | 
sel Cale wert tate aha 3!” ! You're not a pauper by a long | welcome partner on every occasion. Its frosty, 
“Thank vou,” she said. but it was shot!” | J 
p om ms ie e ee dee champagne-tang quenches thirst quickly. 
eter she was NKII of. ete ik 1 k v. was just t nking ot tha 
be there W ne She | x ( Pete la ellied | went up 
a fool of | ( ( ce, you k That Chris- | 
thought bitterly. Then she mile 1 t er girl from Vancouver had been 
at Guv Bains. ‘* You are very kind,” she flirting with him, and I was on edge, | 
uid. “* Very kind.” Su] e. I didn’t know the n, you see, | 
He invited her tor t I nd s family had lost every- 
irk. “‘Have an « I t \ \ property, ll them A 
he said * The ride } t ¢ st k veryvt I vent vith the Van- AKE SP 
As they rode a het } ’ Cal « He looked on himself as E- 
ate Gs em oodles “ich ear 7 HOM 
| | A 
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street was shoutit Rig mmie Dear I ted n C » with him. I liked | m. 

Nob Hill—found guilty of manslaugh- I felt Peter had let me down horribly 

ter! Read all about it!’ Phe trect I didn’t ki bout the crash ew 
were full of beaut ful wom ea +e ( ? nu¢ n page 32 | 
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- . rT} 2 Make it easy for yourself! Eat right 
We UE ea ‘ in the kitchen Mee Fe ices ee) ae 
cool “herb garden’ window. Use a 

‘dining table” that drops down out of rhe way between meals And then — 
most important of ail — pur down a sparkling bright Goid Seal Congoleum rug! 
Its smooth surface is easy to clean with the swish of a damp cloth. And durable! 
Why, its wear-layer of heat-toughened paint ond baked enamel is actuolly equal 
in thickness to 8 coats of best floor paint applied by hand But when you buy your 


Congoleum rug look for the familiar Gold Seal. Without it remember! — it isn't 
Congoleum. You'll be surprised how much \ 


quality you can buy for so little money. 


Gold Seal Congoleum Rugs . . . product 


of Congoleum Canada Limited, Montreal. 
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This season make your own rear yard a centre for 


those special activities of the very young. In divert- 
ing their interest from the street, it will pay off as 


a very important form of accident insurance! 


“teeter-totter’” is another worth-whil t t five 4 f ave. Littl 
addition to the play space. roar und 

Building, or setting up any queer ct y can make kes, rivers, dams 
grouping that has the semblance of a ind other lan .eeding 
structure, Is a much-loved occupation mat t the tap. A cleanet 
for small fry. The ends of wood in odd th-water” ime is that of 
shapes, which are often sold as kindlin; g& SI t i large substantial 
or fireplace wood at many lumber yards, ' tub. B Wn- 
will compete very successfully with any t he eT ( urce « fun. And of 
set of elaborately painted “ DIOCKS. ( irse every Child eI vs gdanclil a t 
Empty wooden boxes, an old clean thre ray f a lawn s nkler on a 
barrel, even stout cartons, are a eat tr ite 


(Or: in ‘building enterprises or playing If there are shade trees in your | 
or making a tort, or i val 1 cal t ea Id’s int 


e- ( i ( 

cohen a any number of entertau mmediat nstallir me 

uses which the children w tind 

them. If a small tent seems t expen- I ittract 

sive, sacking, old rugs or quilts, « iny 1 birdbat! ind 

material from which little boys can make t ting « ther n St 
hid ut te S| worted ' } ' Ss] ( e Is 

i -OuT OF Leepce SU ) ed ¢ ( ery i i 
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There’s a breakfast that sings with 


wheat — just steamed, shredded and baked. 


a ts ss: 


Serve it COLD 
Serve it HOT ) 








the family’s favorite cereal a brand-new, HOT 


way every morning in the week—it’s the “I 


“happy morning” 
i And brimful of nourishment, too! For Nabisco Shredded Wheat is wholesome whole 


Crumble biscuits, dot with butter. Pop under the broiler 
breakfast treat! 
Shredded Wheat can be served HOT without cooking 
yreakfast planner’s joy’ 
Niagara Falls product, always ask for Nabisco Shredded Wheat. 


goodness! 


Bec: 
»eCcause 


Add sliced bananas, sugar and cream to golden-good Nabisco Shredded Wheat. 
Delicious- 


it a 


and ah-h! out comes 
Nabisco 
can be served a different 


! For the original i 
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f+” — | Place tor Play 


j j by Evelyn Craw Mathews 


Sketches by Bill Maltman 


i ( i na 
me with young children a place lots of appeal t ind do K 
for ry is as much their right as the value of a hammock that « 
; a living room is for adult use? It sturdy treatment! A homemade 
sn’t just a matter of “‘amusing’’? scaled to the child’s size satisfies 
the youngsters, either. Providing them love of climbing, and it has the a - 
V i. healt! | I lay tage of being easilv carried f1 ( 
doors is a means of teacl them _to_ place A | flank placed at a 
‘ mp i ess s socia i¢ istment ingle ind YT erhy supported »\ as 
1 I | iT l I +1 | E 
i heir age gr d of chatien Q rights, makes a thrilling slice e year 
‘ young minds to plan and invent and round with an icy surface in winter 
’ employ their time happily. And let’s and a strenuously waxed and rubbed 
! I horg< ( m i elcome relief nish from spring » au nn L here 
to busy parents, too, for le cl idren should be side guards attached 
are almost ne tably mischievous Chill- plank, of course, to kee » the y 
dren, or they become nagvers or whiners, from ta | me ff, Don't forget that 
the vad habit of “‘ta ying ifter”’ small bov de ixhts na high seat, crthe ( 
r parents. on a wall or perched tn a tree, or plac 
cemem er, too, that the ngenuity safely ona low rool, where ne Cal 4 
ind little money spent on outdoor play by himself and view his little w 
excel- from a vantage-point. A jungle gym 
| cry a sort rf d suble-barrelled gat etiect 
er read 1 ( ce that the vith four corner yosts sunk 
ind—is always a big attract ‘ 
I ‘ 1 { { ty * Little if ¥ ® ind for tne I sisters 
| ( Ca i tor 4 





ie 1Ope swing suspende 


Sturdy tree has never been im 
for young fry’s fun 


i Tune in The Breakfast Club every morning. See your local paper for times and stations, 
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T IS rather amazing, when one stops to consider it, 
how many young couples are intent on the acquisi- 
tion of a house, a garden, a car, furniture and other 
inanimate objects, which they plan for and discuss 
freely, yet when it comes to their greatest oppor- 

tunity of investment in happiness for the future—a 
baby—the matter is quickly dismissed. It is all very 
simple: ““We can’t afford it.” In fact, there are a 
thousand reasons why a baby cannot be. The roof has 
to be repaired, the kitchen sink is leaking, the savings 
account is low or nonexistent, the people downstairs 
wouldn’t like it, or what if a boy arrived when grand- 
father always wanted a granddaughter! This attitude 
is playing havoc with Canada’s population. It is also 
storing up marriage disharmony for many of our best 
young people. 

Caution and indiscretion are swinging the scales. 

A large group are overcautious and hold the balance 
bar down, while at the other end the minority who do 
not stop to think forget discretion and keep jerking 
the old balance wheel up. The question must be faced 
by all Canadians, whether as potential family groups 
or from the standpoint of national progress: Do we want 
torepopulate the country from thealert, 
intelligent and therefore overcautious 
group, or shall we be content to have 
the less thoughtful, less responsible 
types of parents reproduce their kind? 
Surely our magnificent young brides of 
today who have grown up during a 
tragic period will get together with 
their husbands and help the country 
out of this dilemma, and help them- 
selves at the same time. 

Canada has not been maintaining 
her population. Three children per 
married couple should be a minimum 
goal, but how many young people 
are planning for even that number? 

Usually they say, “If we could have 
a boy and a girl, or one child, or none— 
how happy we would be!” Yet 
happiness is not an isolated factor, nor 
can it be seized upon as an unchanging 
point of view through a lifetime. It ts 
dependent on a great many things. 
The happiness of the home is de- 
pendent on a great many things. The 
happiness of the home is dependent on 
the happiness of the country, and 
likewise the happiness of the country Is 
dependent on the happiness of the 


home. 
Here is a case history to illustrate 
the point. Marjorie and her husband - 


were fine, attractive, intelligent young 

people in their early twenties. He was 

earning $1,400 a year in an insurance 

company but he wanted to be an actuary. It was going 
to be a long hard grind. It meant study at home in 
addition to doing a good job during the day. Their 
parents did not want them to marry until financial 
security was assured. The families could have helped 
but they felt that that might make the young people 
dependent and they would never stand on their own 
feet. Finally, they gave their consent provided there 
would be no children for five years. In their eagerness 
Marjorie and John agreed. 

It was a beautiful wedding; the days rang with 
merriment and gaiety. No expense was spared and 
finally they were settled in a flat of their own. All 
went well for three or four months. John was oc- 
cupied with his study and work, but they c« lebrated 
on week ends. The fear of having a family was inter- 
fering a little, and sometimes Marjorie was restless 
when John was busy with his books in the evening. 
Often she thought it would be fun preparing for a 
baby. It would keep her busy too, Then she wondered 
about getting a job, although she was sure John would 
disapprove. Finally she approached the subject, and 
John certainly did disapprove! Why could she not be 
contented with her flat and household tasks? Life 
became more difficult after that. Disharmony, bicker- 
ing and petty grievances sprang up, but John eventu- 
ally made the grade and graduated in actuarial science. 
Just then Marjorie developed flu which ended in 
pneumonia. Her recovery was slow and it was a long 
time before she was strong enough to have a baby. 


The five years were long since up. John was 
established, but somehow Marjorie just did not get 
pregnant. She took vitamins, had her thyroid gland 
tested, had her Fallopian tubes dilated and finally 
underwent a curettage—but still no family. Even the 
grandparents were concerned now. Anxiety permeated 
the home. The tension increased. Marjorie was tired 
all the time and John did not look forward to his 
return home in the evenings. Eventually she did 
become pregnant, but she lost her first two babies. 
She was no longer young and fresh but ever so weary 
and always so anxious. When their son arrived, he 
brought great joy and happiness but he remained their 
only child. In their forties this couple had their boy 
and all the material things to make them happy, but 
they lived in constant fear that something would 
happen to their only child. Everything centred around 
the boy, interfering with his full enjoyment of life and 
providing a fertile background for a neurotic make-up. 
These three people were not really happy. They were 
not “giving” to the best of their ability. Their 
contribution to each other and to their country was 
not the full happy one it could have been, and when 


A Note to Brides: 


by Ruth MacLachlan Franks, M.D. 
Psychiatrist 


they realized the situation, which they came to do, it 
was too late. 


YOUNG PEOPLE contemplating marriage and 
responsibility should sit down by themselves and work 
out a real budget for the future. This is very definitely 
one of the things not to be left for a later date. The 
budget should include a sum to be set aside each week 
or each month for the advent of a family. And it 
should be accepted by the husband that the budget 
will also include a sum for food and a dress allowance 
for which the wife will not be called upon to give a 
reckoning. A woman who is worthy to be a man’s wife 
and worthy to be the mother of his children is surely 
to be trusted to handle a proportion of the income. If 
there is doubt in the man’s mind on this point, then he 
is not marrying the right person. I have seen many 
unhappy marriages and many divorces which had 
their beginning in just this situation. When two people 
are in love a preliminary agreement on their future 
family and their financial budget must be regarded as 
at least one gilt-edged security to put in the column 
of assets. 

The budget being settled, the next move is a physical 
examination for both parties. It is tmportant that they 
go to a physician who will give a complete check-over, 
including internal and external examination, urin- 
alysis, blood count, blood picture and Wassermann; the 
physician should also be one who is interested and 
approves of premarital examinations. Sometimes It Is 
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necessary for the bride to return for further examina- 
tion, some six weeks after marriage. The new intimacy 
of honeymoon and the first days of marriage may 
reveal certain physical disabilities; the majority of 
such, however, are not obstacles to happiness but 
should be considered conditions which, when wisely 
treated, have a good prognosis, make the future easier, 
more healthful and unquestionably brighter for both 
husband and wife. 

Adjustment is a word very much overworked these 
days, but it does take time to adjust oneself to 
marriage. We are all individuals with our own 
temperament, personality and character. These traits 
in one partner have to blend with similar traits in the 
other. Modification and change take place rapidly, 
sometimes sometimes unconsciously. 
Both husband and wife have to take stock from time 
to time and be honest with themselves about this— 
where do I give, where do I take? If they cannot 
answer the question alone, it is infinitely better to seek 
help from the partner and arrive at some conclusion, 
rather than to let the matter drift, which is one way of 
asking for later trouble. The time for adaptation varies 

with each couple. It is seldom ac- 
complished under three months and 
seldom over two years. 

One of the outstanding difficulties 
in learning to live together is that the 
bride is inclined to set the standard too 
high, and when she falls from grace 
there are tears and more tears. When 
it happens over and over again, they 
both become discouraged and are 
sure their marriage is a failure but 
decide to make the best of it. Yet 
Nature herself is not always in accord, 
and even animals disagree! As human 
beings we are entitled to our own 
opinions; indeed must have them if we 
are to enjoy life and not merely exist. 
Once a young couple can accept this 
fact and respect the variance in two 
points of view, disharmony will reach 
an all-time low. 


consciously, 


THE MOMENT the husband and wife 
have reached a common ground of 
understanding is the opportune time to 
start a family. If one waits until the 
stage is set, exactly as one wants it, the 
time will never come. The perfect 
time is like a will-o’-the-wisp receding 
farther and farther. Not many young 
men can claim to be at the top of 
the ladder when they marry. Is it not 
better, therefore, for families to be 
started when everything is in the 
freshness of a beginning, and all grow 
up and work it out together? Money, usually given as 
the chief stumbling-block in preventing children, is not 
really the bogey it is made out to be. Any young 
married couple with intelligence, health, common 
sense and good emotional control can count on having 
a fair share of the world’s money and goods; if they 
add three or more children to their lives they have an 
indisputable foundation for a successful marriage. 

No one appreciates this fact more than the older 
man and woman. The mutual interest in their children 
and their children’s children is a source of binding 
strength that is almost inestimable. I would say to 
every young bride: Never let anything within your 
power interfere with it. The acquisition of material 
things that seem so important when you are young 
will mean nothing in comparison with your children 
and with diligence, perseverance 
and some sacrifice you can have both. 


when you are 40 


Sometimes all this planning will require some 
financial assistance from the young couple’s parents, 
even asmall loan. I am rather inclined to think that if 
good judgment is used, it is better to arrange for a 
small allowance (where possible) in the early years of 
marriage. This sort of practical help will keep anxiety 
away and will boost the morale of the young people. It 
will also permit our splendid young men and women 
to get married when they are ready for it, thus pre- 
venting long years of struggle and emotional conflict, 
often ending in disaster. Thy parents, t », will get con- 


siderable satisfaction frorm # Continucd page 44 
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Yes, hundreds of Canadian kitchens are going 
to be happier, brighter, more convenient to 
work in soon. For GSW craftsmen are steadily 
speeding up the production of new kitchen 
equipment and sending it on its way to 


Canadian homes. 


Before long there will be beautiful McClary 





ranges—gas, electric, coal and wood—for all 
who want them. There will be GSW sinks, 
refrigerators, cabinets, “Regent” Stainless 


enameled ware and GSW japanned ware too. 


McClary ranges have been the choice of 
Canadian women for almost a century. Today 
they're the last word in beauty and convenience 
and offer the best quality and value for your 
money. So for your comfort and _ lasting 


satisfaction your best plan is to... 


M‘Clary 


GENERAL STEEL WARES LIMITED 
Montreal, Toronto, London, Winnipeg, 


Calgary, Vancouver 






























































in Winnipeg 


Our prairie metropolis now boasts one of the most 
successful volunteer ballet companies on the con- 
tinent — and for its leader an organizing genius 


By HARRIET DUFF SMITH 


F YOU wanted to find a Canadian ballet not 

merely in the making but with the full signs of 

“arrival’’, if you were asked to search out 
talent-on-toes from half a dozen races in the 
great melting pot of Canadian peoples; and if you 
looked for a busy humming city that could never- 
theless take time off to rise to a fever pitch of 
balletomania several weeks a _ season—then 
you'd have to go to W innipeg. For he re, in the 
city of grain elevators and packing plants, the 
Ieveliest of the arts has touched a whole com- 
munity with its magic; and if as a Winnipegger 
you’re not lucky enough, or good enough to be a 
performer, you can be a relative or a friend of one, 
or ust content to be a spectator sitting out front, 
watching a rather impressive local miracle in motion, precision, grace and 
interpretation take place. 

It required the dynamic energy of English-Welsh Gweneth Lloyd (inset 
right, above), former gym instructor, to give Winnipeg its ballet. Her company’s 
1940 performance blazed a lightly trodden trail in Canada, but its 30 
student volunteers have now travelled 10,000 miles from the continent’s heart 
te fill and refill theatres both east and west. Money is not their object; rather, 
their goal is to dance, mime, design, create beauty for themselves and others; 
but as even one ballet costs as much as $2,200 to produce, the dancers have 
many times raised funds for the pot, and loyal Winnipeggers turn out en masse to 
benefit performances. Director, ballet nistress, designers, stage manager, 
wardiobe mistress, musicians, give their services free. Throughout the whole 
amazing project runs the bright thread of Gweneth Lloyd’s personality and the 
reanimating fire of her faith that ballet is for all to enjoy and for the gifted to 
master, and that beauty is not always dependent on investment of money. Her 
13 ballets, designed entirely for the display of her dancers’ art, prove it. 


Fhotos by John Driemen 
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Ballet dancers seldom have to worry about weight, so food and cold 
drinks in the professional students’ lounge become a happy hearty routine. 







The ladies of the ballet practice five hours daily, and Ballet Mistress 
Farrally, longtime friend and associate of Gweneth Lloyd, supervises. 





Art room conference. Wardrobe Mistress Sinden, at left, and Stage 
Manager Yeddeau discuss a new costume with Director Lloyd. Mrs 


Sinden is chaperon of young people when the company tours. 
Winnipeg‘s volunteer ballet troupe, organized and dis plined on rigidly 
professiona! lines, includes noted sprinters, skaters, swimmers. Like all 


serious dancers, they never stop working. This is a men’s practice hour. 
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A scene from “The Wise Virgins,’ one of Gweneth Lloyd's 
original ballets designed especially for her troupe's talents. 
Miss Lloyd combines choregraphy with personal direction. 


Below, left! Two Gweneth Lloyd graduates: Jeanne Mc- 
Kenzie, now directing a school of ballet in Vancouver, and 
Paddy Stone, now in New York. Both are Winnipeggers. 


Back-stage chivalry! David Adams helps Joan Sterling off 
with her high boots after their duet from “Kaleidoscope,” 
for which Dorothy Phillips designed the striking costumes. 
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VIRGINIA MAYO ... APPEARING IN SAMUEL GOLDWYN’S TECHNICOLOR COMEDY, “THE KID FROM BROOKLYN” 


Around the Clool 


with VIRGINIA MAYO 
... Meet her 24-hour beauty love... WOODBURY COMPLETE BEAUTY CREAM 


Look, quick . + fans! It’s Virginia making her _ beams Virginia. “First, I give it @ rich creaming with Woodbury 
morning appearance. AND WHAT AN APPEARANCE! Complete Beauty Cream. That softens it. I tissue... and 
That rosy skin . s . abloom at this early hour. How's for shar- smooth on a sheer film for my powder base. It holds for hours!” 5 , 
ing its morning-fresh secret with all us girls? “Love to,” And your lovely-skin loveliness holds our eyes, Ginny darling! Who's afraid of close-ups? Emphatically 
NOT Virginia! ‘Publicity shots are a 





, 


must for movie gals,’’ she explains. **And here’s a must 
for glamour. Don’t fluff fresh powder on old. First, 
cream-cleanse with Woodbury. Skin glows...PRETTY!” 





na Ballet school—voice study—a star’s day 
ae is jam-full! “And J keep Woodbury 


busy,” smiles Virginia. ‘That one wonderful cream 


is my cleanser...my softening night cream...my 
satiny powder base. My ’round-the-clock beauty pal!” 





... if you have a special skin problem: 


Dry Skin. Swirl on woopsury Special 

DRY SKIN CREAM—rich in lanolin’s 

benefits . . . soothes flaky, dry chap. 

Softens dry-skin lines. 

oY For a “glowy” make-up, first pat on 
ag Za wooDBURY Creampuff POWDER BASE. 

Blends with any powder shade. 





Oily Skin. Cleanse with woopsury Oily 
Skin CLEANSING CREAM. It’s liquefying 
. removes oily grime. Skin looks 






clearer, fresher. 





Spell it GL-amour!...as this Mayo 4 
admirer does!... For when studio-day is = a. ee | 
done, \ irginia’s beauty is in new bloom. W onderful ra “ bid goodnight to mv skin Newer than cold cream! re Better! For a velvet make-up WOODBURY 


Ginny! «Wonderful Woodbury!’ corrects she. with a Woodbury Beauty More beautifying to skin. Woodbury Vanishing MAKE P FILM. Greascless, 

“To coax back skin-freshness, I pat-pat on silky Nightcap. One: I cream my face baby- Complete Beauty Cream contains protective, it discourages “shine 

Woodbury . . . tissue away make-up. My skin feels clean,”’ says Ginny. ‘*Two: a fresh film 4 rich softening oils. AND. . . all JARS ARE 16¢, 25¢ AND SO¢ 

dewy-clean! Then, a fresh film of Woodbury pro- to soften all night.”” Results by sun-up? Woodbury Creams contain Stericin 

vides a luscious powder base. All’s lovely.”’ Oh, very! Super! ... Woodbury -Wonderful Skin! constantly purifying the cream. ke (Made in Canada) S 
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Man’s war against | Uberculosis 


\\ \ 
can be won!> 






1a 
Y te) 


in 1900. 


As more and more people 


physical examinations, 


a 








will be able to discover those carriers 


of tuberculosis who have the disease 


without knowing it. 





An important part of such examina- 


tions is the use of the X-ray or fluoro- 





Control of all such cases 


through modern medical methods can 


peduce the death rate wll further! 


Have an annual physical examination ! 


This is particularly important for those 
who have persistent coughs. 


If you have tuberculosis, self-discipline 
in following all of your doctor’s instruc- 


tions will generally lead to recovery. 


Periodic medical checkups will help to 
guard against recurrences, and permit you 


to lead a nearly normal life. 


For information on public and private 
examination facilities in your community 
health officer, or 


consult your doctor, 


local Tuberculosis Association. 


To help avoid tuberculosis, send for 
your free copy of Metropolitan’s booklet, 
“Tuberculosis.”” Address Booklet Dept. 56-1 


Canadian Head Office, Ottawa. 


“9 


Metropolitan Life 


Insurance Company 
(A MUTUAL COMPANY) 


New York 


Frederick H. Ecker 


CHAIRMAN OF THE BOARD 


LeroyA.Lincoln 
PRESIDENT 


Canadian Head Office: Ottawa 








Molly and the Moonlight 


Continued from page 22 
spaced, like bullets from a machine gun. 
He took her by the shoulders and shook 
her. “I do believe you planned the whole 
business, just so you could laugh at me.” 

“Not so I could laugh at you.” 

“So you did plan it? I knew it, I 
knew it!” 
grim quiet. “Tell me exactly what you 
did.” 


Evelyn’s heart was misbehaving. He 


He lowered his voice to a 


was angry all right, or was it anger? Her 
lunch seemed to wish it was someone 


ee Nothing, Red. 


Travel said it would be a good idea if you 


else’s. So did she. 
reported out here, just in case there was 
a chance 
“There wasn’t any seat.” 
“There might have been,” 
stalwartly. But only her voice was 
firm. The rest of her was somehow 


she said 


quivering. “ You never can tell. There’re 
often seats at the last minute, and if 
you're here to get one, you get it.” 

“So that was the game. You’re a 
sadist, pure and simple.” The light in 
his eyes was terrific. It burned through 
her—was it really anger? “‘You forced 
me to keep up that inane farce, day 
after day, trying to break through to 
you, trying to get at you. Well, you 
win. You won’t break. I didn’t believe 
it before. I was sure I could get a rise 
out of you. I swore I’d make you 
jealous. But I believe it now, I’m 
exhausted. I’d shoot my cookies if I had 
to look at that dame’s poisonous puss 
again. And what do you do? You stand 
there and laugh!” 

No, it wasn’t laughter. It was a great 
smile, idiotic, fixed, luminous, ridiculous, 
incredulous. She stood there staring at 
him and smiling that foolish smile, while 


Afraid in the Night 


Continued from page 23 


there were reasons why they kept it 
quiet as long as possible. So I said I’d 
go.” 

“I remember asking you if you knew 
about that girl, Flora Anderson,’’ Mabel 
said, pointing with her book. Flora 
had been Guy’s assistant at the univer- 
sity, sort of reader and secretary com- 
bined. “And I knew at the time, 
darling, you didn’t love Guy.” 

“I did love him, too,” 


retorted quickly. Too quickly. 
* * * 


Camilla 


On Monday, in avoid 
waiting for their marriage license, she 
and Guy flew up to Medford, Oregon, 
and were married, as Guy’s ship was 


order to 


sailing ahead of schedule and there was 
no time for a formal wedding. 

Jimmie’s lawyer said she need have 
no fear whatever about her brother's 
new trial. A thing like that couldn’t 
happen twice, the San Francisco laws 
An elderly 

Medford 
married them, and when he began the 
ceremony, Camilla wanted to cry, 
“Wait—let me think a moment,” but 
the lines were spoken. The minister and 
his wife shook hands with her. Guy 
drew her into his arms and kissed her, 
whispered, “I love you, I love you.” Jf I 
could have worn a white dress and a veil, 
with orange blossoms, she thought. She 
told herself she was going to be happy, 


on jaywalking were clear. 


Presbyterian minister in 


the relief and the love and the dearness 
of him kept her dumb. He had suffered 
Sonia for her sake. It was wonderful of 
him. It was the most delightful tribute 
a woman could have. 

Her voice was still there. It was 
broken, but pieces of it could be used. 
“I’m not laughing, Red. 
collar’s dirty. You’ve worn your going- 
away shirt for three days and the collar’s 
dirty. Oh, Red!’ 


collar, so 


Red, your 


Her fingers were 
inspecting the boyish, so 
pitiful, so full of the fact of his leaving. 
Ler eves were wet with tears. “Oh, Red, 
I'll miss you so.” 


“Blast 


My arms are sore. 


His arms were around her. 
you, this hurts me. 
Molly, look me in the eye and deny it if 
you can: shots, dentist, brief case, false 
you arranged it all. You 
did it on purpose?” 

She shook her head, still smiling that 
silly smile. “You had to, Red, you know 
you had to,” she said weakly. 

He paid no attention to her at all. 
“You know what it means, don’t you, 
Molly?” 

She shook her head, foolishly. 

“You love me! You’ve proved it. 
You'll never get out of it.”” He gave her a 


de partures 


bear hug and swore at the pain, and 
hugged her again, and kissed her. “‘ This 
is one false departure I’m really going 
to take advantage of!” 

She shook her head again, still 
smiling the happy, silly smile. 

“What do you mean? You don’t 
mean I’m really going?” 

She nodded. 

“Molly, you can’t do this to me!” 

She nodded again, and some of the 
tears bounced out of her eyes. 

He said, with resignation, “‘Yeah, I 
guess you're right. With us, honey, it’s 
bound to be the real thing.”” He kissed 
her again, and it was. & 


very happy, but she felt a chill sweeping 
up from her knees. 

They dined in a little Chinese honey- 
moon booth, with a teakwood and pearl 
table and a golden dragon against the 
black wall. They had chow Gai Se Min, 
shrimp omelet, little cakes and pressed 
kumquats, and tea. Instead of the usual 
oriental incense, a flat bowl of stemless 
gardenias filled the tiny room with a 
As they ate, shrill 
music floated in. “I’ve loved you since 
that first day I saw you at my lecture,” 
Guy told her. “You sat up close, with 


” 


heavy fragrance. 


a little gold beret’on your hair... 
back to San 
where a family gathering awaited them. 


They flew Francisco, 
Her family was philosophic about it. 
If she liked Professor Guy Bains, Jimmie 
said, okay. Her married sister, Felicia, 
kept wailing, ““What I'd like to know, 
Cam, is what have you done to Peter?” 
Felicia, who lived over in Sacramento, 
said it first on the phone. When Camilla 
got back from Medford, Felicia was 
waiting at the house 
and she lashed out at Camilla. 
“It takes a sister to tell you the truth. 
It’s rotten the way you’ve treated Peter 
Quinan!” 

And Jimmie growled, “Shut up, Sis.” 

Felicia retorted acidly, “Oh, well, the 
Is that it, Cam? Any- 
how, I thought Flora Anderson was the 
one that counted with Guy Bains. She’s 
crazy about him and everybody knows 
it. Had you forgotten, my darling?” 

And Jimmie growled again under his 
breath, “Cut it out, can’t you?” 


she came over by 
plane 


Bains are rich. 
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the wind could blow even experienced 
crewmen Ove rboard?” 

& They were all around her, and her 
teeth were clattering like castanets both 


from shock and chill, but she let the 


truth out angrily. 

“Somebody pushed me over! Some- 
body lifted me, threw me into the water! 
Somebody tried to kill me!” 


“ : ‘ ‘” ; 
Darling, you’re frightened! Guys 


voice was pleading and she could feel 
his arms tremble. “It was the wind. 
Ask Captain Kermadecia.” 
“It was not the wind! Somebody 
a9 


thre w me over! 


“You mustn’t get such an_ idea, 
darling. Nobody would want to hurt 
you! Why should anybody want to? 

‘ For heaven’s sake, stay indoors when 


the wind blows. Isn’t that true, cap- 


tain?” 


BELLE 
OF THE 90s 


O 





“I’m afraid we can’t dismiss it quite 
so lightly, Mr. Bains,” Captain Kerma- 
decia replied cautiously. “When your 
wife has dry clothes on, take her into the 
salon. I'll get some hot brandy. Let all 
the passengers—and you, Suva and 
Auky—meet us there. I must ask a few 
questions.” 

Everybody crowded into the salon. 
The captain was cool and businesslike. 

“Now, try to remember everything, 
Mrs. Bains. Who saw you go out? And 
who was on the poop besides yourse iy 

‘I don’t know who saw me go out, but 
nobody was on the high deck, if that is 
what you mean,” she replied. “It was 
dark. But not too dark. I could see. 
Somebody seized me—below my shoul- 
ders—and before I could turn or scream, 
I was pushed over the railing.” 

The captain turned toward one of the 
thin dark-skinned deck hands. “It was 
your watch, Suva. Who went up to the 
poop besides Mrs. Bains?” 

“Nobody as I knows of, Cap’n. I seen 
Mrs. Bains go up. After a minute I 
heard somebody scream, mebbe_ the 
wind, I thinks. Then I sees Auky divin’ 
after hern, and I runs down to lower 


xhel natu re deck and helps bring ’em in.” 
‘“*Heard her screams an’ scen her red 


dress in a spit o’ light, sir,” Auky threw 


carry oli off in. “So I goes after her, Cap’n.” 
Dismissing the crew members, Cap- 
- u" tain Kermadecia began asking the 
i passengers the question: “Where were 
fatigue acids you when this happened? ... And 
. you? ... Andyou?.. .” 
Each of the four women passengers 
When unaccustomed exercise makes said they were in their cabins at the 


muscles sore and stiff, chances time. All but two of the men said they 
were in the smoking room, or the salon. 





MP ates 
are you can blame “fatigue acids é me ; 
4 Guy was in their cabin, and Professor 


-.. they’re waste products that 7 d ‘ Pea 
: Finny, archeologist from the university, 


se e} > scies, , “n - . on > 
ttle in the muscles, oft was alone in the washroom. The captain 


‘ . » . ae? OT > 7 . ‘ 

\ e making them swell and hurt! The acemed entively satehed with the 
thing to do is rub those tortured answers. 
muscles with quick-acting 7 his questioning was pure ly routine 


nd official,” he announcers soothingly. Your dentist knows ... and he will tell you that using harsh abrasives 
"A captain _— MARC @ WITKER FEPOt: for the daily cleansing of teeth will eventually injure tooth enamel. 
one unusual happening at sea. it —S ee Such abrasives should never be used except under 
the wind, Mrs. ers As your husband es competent dental supervision. So choose your den- 
said. There’s nothing the wind can’t do. he tine carefully. 

Once enamel is injured teeth decay fast! 

8) L ‘ For the daily cleansing of teeth, a time-tested, 
AFTERWARD, Professor Finney’s wife R.LYONS safe and efficient dentifrice is the prescription first 
he Sek al ce meesnae developed by a famous practicing dentist . . . DR. 


Absorbine Jr. By stimulating 
local circulation, more fresh ‘S 
blood flows through the muscles— 
mane carry the “fatigue acids” 


away! Then as swelling sub- 


| So, let everybody stay indoors after this 


| ’ 
} 


sides -ases—you feel A ” 
ides, pain eases— you i the weather s heavy. 


grand relief you’ve longed 


for! K eep Absorbine J r.on 








hand. $1.25 a bottle at | sat with Camilla, as Guy I ST hP. 
: j «YON S Loot waer 

your drugstore! z | notes to get ready lor typing. ~ 7 : 54 
Ww. Pao I Camilla liked Irene Finney’s honest Dr. Lyon’s safely cleans and polishes teeth to 
Lyman ene e / | blue eyes and friendly smile their full, natural brightness. And it’s a pleasure to 

é ouse, f J yOS GMM E — on . . : , ] 
Montreal. | “You're sure it wasn’t the wind?” use because it tastes so good. Leaves mouth feelin 
beat sakes esas clean and refreshed . . . the breath sweet. 


Camilla, stretched out in her bunk, Dr. Lyon’s is economical too ... matched for 
* | her wet hair loosened over the pillow, price, it outlasts tooth paste two-to-one. Get 
| replied, “Of course | am sure. Abso- Dr. LYon’s today! 
, 
q ® { # Continued on page 00 = ia 
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How can anyone so cute ; 
be such a wow at cleaning : 


silly—a fast ¢ 
dirt-catching scratches: 





i leanser that 

sHE: With Bon Ami, 
doesn’t leave any 

vs that ordinary cleansers leave 


‘ce bride, Sue kno 
A wise bride, dirt and make 


scratches that eatch and trap 
harder every time you use them. 
But Bon Ami wor ' 
off in a second, and polishe on 
‘ling sparkling bright—leaves han s Wi eae. 
i we F r faster, brighter cleaning, make pure, 
look. For taster, g 


‘+chen favorite. 
Bon Ami your bath and kitchen favo 


you wi wrk 







. just slides dirt 
Leaves tubs and 
a pretty-lady 


ks without grit.. 


s besides. 








mirrors and 


film-free windows, . 
form. 


se Bon Ami in handy Cake 





\ 
—- | For sparkling, 
1) Wu 
rf \ windshields—u 
> 


— 












MADE IN CANADA 


THE SPEEDY CLEANSER that 
“hasnt scratched yet!” 
| 


< WINDORS, MIRRORS, 
POTS 4 PARE, NICKEL. UTC. 








Camilla went into her room, shut the 
door. Felicia, who was five years older, 
had always wanted to map her life for 
her, hadn’t she? It would have been all 
right about Guy with Felicia, doubtless, 
had she asked Felicia’s advice first. 
What she doesn’t know is that Peter 
practically j7lted me. As to Guy, his 
people were rich enough, and he prob- 
ably had money of his own, if you had to 
think of money, but Felicia ought to 
know he didn’t have the maney the 
Quinans had. “You imagine you're 
indifferent to money,” Felicia would say 
scornfully, “but all you know is money. 
What if you had to watch the runs in 
your stockings, do your dusting, your 
cleaning and scrubbing and cooking? 
Then you’d get a new perspective!” 
Felicia was bitter, they had been almost 
the first ones, Felicia and Harry, to be 
hit by the awful depression. 

Somebody rapped on her door. 

“Just a moment,” she called, and 
dabbed powder across her cheeks and 
under her eyes. 

It was the butler, Wilson. Wilson’s 
usually high-pitched tenor was _ held 
down to an octave below C. “Mr. 
Quinan telephoned this morning, Miss 
Camiiia. He also telephoned last even- 
ing. I regret the new maid took the 
message last evening and forgot to 
report it to me. I merely observed to 
Mr. Quinan—this morning—that you 
were not at home.” 

* * * 

Mabel said, holding up her paper- 
backed book, ** These mystery writers 
have the darnedest imagination! I ask 
you now, why do they always have to 
have three murders? I’ve found only 
one body so far, but here’s the signpost 
Poor fellow 


doesn’t know he’s going to be done in, 


pointing to another man. 


either! The story is laid on a boat going 
to the South Seas. The boat’s named 
the St. Dominic. Golly, wasn’t that the 
name of that boat you went on that 
day?” 

Mabel’s words sank into her heart 
with a whirl of pain. 

“No, Our ship was the St. Dennis. It 
was a small freighter. With only 20 
passengers.” : 

“IT remember the sun was setting as 
the boat sailed out the Golden Gate,” 
Mabel said. “I wept buckets of tears. 
Mainly because that pill, Flora, was on 
board!” 

“After all, Flora is dead,” “Camilla 
answered. “So there’s no sense in 
calling her names, one way or the othe e. 

“That doesn’t make me forget what 
she tried to do to you. At Pago Pago, 
wasn’t it?” 

“We were on the way from Pago Pago 
to Tau.” For a moment the room 
seemed full of dark whispers and fore- 
bodings. ‘And Flora may not have done 
anything.” 

“* Piffle,” Mabel said, punching one of 


the sofa cushions, “The hussy tried to 
kill you!’ 
os 


Just a few hours before they sailed 
that day to Tau, Camilla got her second 
batch of letters. Felicia wrote from 
San Francisco: 


“When I learned that the Quinans 
are absolutely bankrupt, I knew why 
you jilted Peter. Although eve rybody 
thought the Quinans had weathered 
the depression, you must have known. 
Nearly every day you hear of new 
victims. Yesterday Eve Gorring and 
I drove over to the valley. We saw 


apples piling on the ground in 
orchards and acres of tomatoes rot- 
ting because farmers cannot afford, 
at the price they can get, to pay for 
picking and hauling. It’s certainly 
fashionable to be poor these days! 
And the Quinan fortune—three mil- 
lions, they say—has burst like a 
bubble. Nothing left but air. Saw 
Peter at the Ferry Building, coming 
over, and if it is any comfort to you, 
my darling sister, he looked ghastly. | 
suppose mother has written you that 
Jimmie is free, with a payment of 
$2,000 to the family? Justice, for you! 
Heard the President speak today 

you would think we were all on top 
of the world!) Maybe. But if we are 
I'll eat one of my old hats, the worst 


”? 


one. 


The boat they took from Pago Pago 
to Tau was a cross between a Chinese 
junk and a houseboat, rust-colored, its 
name-letters, Nami-Ko, in blac k. 

It had a small very high upper deck, 
with a rail, high pole masts, and carried 
yellow lug sails, with battens running 
entirely across. The inside was full of 
pink shadows and smelled of strong 
sulphur and soap. “Fumigation smells,” 
Guy said. 

At sunset that day the sky was like 
copper, and a strong wind sprang up. 
There was no rain, but everybody 
remained inside because of the wind and 
spray, with radio music for entertain- 
ment, and with narrow let-down wall 
tables in the smoking room and salon 
for those who wanted to write or study. 

Camilla, looking at Guy’s assistant 
across the dinner table that evening, 
realized that Flora was, in spite of bold 
features and hard greenish-blue eyes, 
quite handsome. Flora’s teeth were very 
white and beautiful. But she had an odd 
way of lifting her lips, in a sort of cross 
between a snarl and a smile, that 
was distinctly unpleasant. And Flora 
was too tall, too big. Even her exquisite- 
ly shaped hands were too big to be 
lovely. 

At the first opportunity Camilla 
slipped out along the high upper deck. 
She wanted to think of Felicia’s letter. 
She leaned against the railing, feeling 
weak and sick. The strange tropical 
wind beat in her face, her eyes stung 
with tears that wanted to fall, but dared 
not, and to keep them back she pressed 
her fingers hard against her eyes. Then 
the thing happened. 

A pair of strong firm hands lifted her 
and tossed her neatly into the black 
waters below. 

She had taken trophies in diving. 
And naturally was an excellent swim- 
mer. What she did was to kick off her 
shoes, throw herself on her back, scream 
furiously and to the point. She thought 
of sharks and the water was cold, but 
her main emotion was burning indigna- 
tion—until she heard the sudden shrill 
blaring of the Nami-Ko’s whistle. 
Knowing then that she would be hauled 
up in a moment, she began to tremble. 

It was like all rescues at sea you read 
about, the searchlight picking her out, a 
strong arm seizing her, lifting her, with 
“Steady now, Miss,” and presently a 
warm blanket, and voices crying, “Good 
lord!” and, “What on earth? . . .” and, 
““CAMINA) 2. 0 


THE GIST of what Guy was saying was, 
she shouldn’t have gone on deck in that 
high wind. His arms were around her. 
“Good lord, darling, didn’t you know 
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The Bride . . . in a portrait gown of white organza, completely romantic, 
in lines and graceful motion reminiscent of a Degas painting. Yards and 
yards of veiling, drifting from the bridal halo of hyacinth petals, mist over 
the long train sweeping from a very bouffant skirt. A deep ruffle of eyelet 
embroidered organza suggests a square décolletage, cascading to the waist- 
line of the basque bodice. And, to dramatize the silhouette and spirit of 
the frock, the bridal bouquet is arranged in a crescent of hyacinth sprays, 
iris, hybrid orchids, all in white, spiked with a single purple rhododendron, 
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Here’s the easy-going shortie, 
in a gorgeous gold diagonal 
wool to blend with black, 
navy, grey, brown, blue, green. 


gandie, give you three cdmplete oute 
fits. And your bolero (worn witha plain 
blouse) drawn together at the neck is a 
subtle foil for glamorous jewellery. 

The Regency Dandy suit, more tai- 
lored, with its tunic-length jacket slight- 
ly flared, looks well on a tall figure. 
Here you can work color magic by 
switching skirts: a plain grey chalk 
stripe could serve as an extra with a 
plain grey suit; a shepherd’s plaid or 
houndstooth could have a plain black 
skirt as an extra. 


The Sociable Shortie. You must have 
a shortie in your collection! This dash- 
ing little finger-tip jacket is indispens- 
able: in contrasting woollen 
with bolero or other dress- 
maker suit; in cotton, rayons, 
or terry cloth for the beach; in 
butcher linen or woollen mix- 
tures, brightly dashing with 
outdoor slacks. Wonderful too 
in velveteen, taffeta or quilted 
rayon satin with your stay-at- 





home slacks. 


Midriffers. Wherever there’s 
summer there’ll be midriffers. 
You see them in the newest 
nighties and hostess pyjamas. 
For beach and sunwear, three- 
piece sets, comprising midriffer 


The Regency Dandy | 

suit, with nipped - in 

waist, flared hips and 

slim skirt. It de- e 


shorts and full, swinging skirt, mands a high - riding 


will brighten the landscape pillbox, tall-crowned 


with gay vivid color. And ~ 


1 1 
for hot - weather housekeeping 


sailor or up-reaching 
cloche. Dramatize its 

: Me a ’ 1 
there’s nothing like midriffers individual neckline! 
and dirndls in gingham, seer- 
sucker or chambray. 


Hat Highlights. The rule by FLEXEES 
is: the more elaborate your hat, 


the plainer the rest of your outfit. This 


season it’s pure drama against a care- 





fully chosen background of fine fabrics Ah, there’s a bra that once 


and suavely harmonized colors. 
you've tried you'll never for- 
The Way You Wear Your Purse. 


“ar ; 
A purse, they say, must be worn, not sake. For it’s one thing to be 
clutched and hidden in the crook of 


the elbow. Your arm should be straight beautiful and another thing to 





but relaxed to do justice to a lovely 
purse AND your silhouette! be comfortable. And it’s wonderful 

Dressmaket styles, with shirring 01 
draping, in rounded or pouch shapes, to have lovely lines and feel free as air, too. 
ire carried with afternoon dresses an ; 


dressmaker suits. With Regency 


LILS if 
, r purse of fine call- 
' . | i ressmakel pul 
ind shorties, smartest are shoulder- wn . 1 1 into a plastic frame 
‘trap bags with the dashing air, hug- ee ee | If mel BANDEAUX 1.78 and 8.00 ¢ LONG LINE BRAS 3.00 © GIRDLES 8.50 end 11.00 
that good ca cis 


Aemem Der! - 
| we with we. never grows shabby. 


ng your side in the propel 


LON, 
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Eaton, Crane 
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ell A cet LO I 


by writing—and do it often— 
personality through your chaos 
tinctive stationery—sta 
‘your ‘‘news'’ and p 








of your handwriting — the 
per of smart people from coast 
st—‘‘to get a letter—write a letter 


HIGHLAND WRITING PAPERS 


we HAVE A NEW BOOKLET “IT’S FUN TO WRITE LETTERS”. 
' TER WRITING EASY. JUST SEND 10c. FOR A COPY. 
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Highland Writing Papers ex- 
press the ultimate in persona 
stationery. The Highland 

roup of papers now includes 
Highland Vellum, pe 


Ripple and Highland eckle 





A SAD STORV 









Unretouched Photo 


BOTH THESE WOMEN 
ARE 241... BUT SEE 
THE DIFFERENCE! 








Unretouched Photo 


Don’t let your skin make you 
look older than you are 


e If your skin is beginning to show 
little lines and wrinkles, if it’s pebbly 
and tired-looking, take a tip from 
thousands of women! Get a jar of 
the new Noxzema Cold Cream and 
start using it today! 

Noxzema Cold Cream is not like 
ordinary creams — it’s triple-acting! 
It SUPER-CLEANSES, giving your face 
a really cared-for look. It smoorHs 
. softening roughnesses away! It RE- 
FRESHES .. . stimulating tired tissues, 

Start our ten-day treatment today. 


You'll feel a difference the first time 
you apply this stimulating, new- 
type cream. Your face will tingle, 
feel cool and invigorated. And at the 
end of those 10 days see if your skin 
doesn’t look healthier — more radi- 
antly lovely! 

At drug & dept. 


stores; 17¢,29¢,55¢. 


NOXZEMA 


COLD CREAM 





bishop sleeves, very full, very new, 
in cloud-grey lightweight wool- 
Basque blouse of deep-yellow 
taffeta has an Elizabethan neck- 
ruff, The hat is of spice- 
brown tulle and yellow roses: 
accessories spice brown. 








bolero suit, with push-up 


Your Trousseau 


by Evelyn Kelly, Fashion Editor 


trousseau ! 


[ a wonderful time to be choosing your 


The cream of the season’s creations 









has come to the top giving you a choice: 
you can go ultra-feminine, or choose 
the more tailored styles softly and subtly 
handled. This season, as never before, 
there’s amazing scope for trousseau togs 
that will take you through spring and 
summer in high fashion if you scheme 
double-duty ensembles whose colors make 


them good mixers. 


Your Going-away Suit. You'll want to 
make a dramatic exit in a beautiful going- 
suit, second in importance only to 


' ' ’ 
your bridal gown! 


away 





Of all the lovely dressmaker 
styles, the bolero leads them 
all. It’s an ideal trousseau ty pe 


because with variety in blouse 





colors and necklines it can be 
as changeable as a chameleon. 

Three blouse Ss, one a paste I, 
another very bright, the third 
in print or embroidered or- 


Completely romantic is 
this ice-blue rayon satin 


KK nightie—a shirred mid- 


riffer with dirndl skirt. 











fects 


Who says 


Tampax 1s 
new ? 


= ALL DEPENDS on the way 
you look at it. Doctors 
know that Tampax is based 
on the old and well-tried principle of 
“internal absorption.’’ Yet to the 
woman who discovers and uses Tam- 
pax, it certainly is a modern, up-to- 
date and revolutionary method of 
monthly sanitary protection. 


LUE Tae RS 
LL aL ty 


LEN 
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THE INVENTOR OF TAMPAX has simpli- 
fied this “‘new-old’’ principle and 
made it available for the use samen 
generally. One feature is the patented 
throw-away applicator, making inser- 
tion dainty and easy. (Your hands 
need not even touch the Tampax). ... 
Other features are lack of odor, quick 
changing and easy disposal. 
TAMPAX IS MADE OF PURE surgical cot- 
ton throughout, so compressed that 
the user cannot feel it when it is in 
place. It is absolutely invisible in use 
and can cause not the slightest bulge 
or wrinkle in the clothing. No belts, 
pins or external pads!... At drug and 
notion counters. Whole month's sup- 
ly slips into your purse. Economy 
ad holds 4 months’ (average) supply. 
Canadian Tampax Corporation Lrd., 
Brampton, Ont. 
REGULAR 
SUPER 


| JUNIOR 


3 absorbencies 





iccepted for Advertising 


by the Journal of the American Medical Association 
CANADIAN TAMPAX CORPORAT {l ) 
Br ton, Ont. 

Please send me f 
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Chatelaine presents 
A House with its Garden 


Continued from page 8 


space and were prepared to pay for some 
type of air conditioning. 


ARCHITECT DOUGLAS selected a 


lot of average dimensions, presumably in 
the city 
house. 


or suburbs, as a site for his 
Possessing 50 ft. frontage and 
150 ft. depth, it has a slight slope to the 
rear to permit an interesting break in 
garden level. 


| ; aT , . 
lot would be located on a quiet street, 


He has assumed that the 


safe from the dangers of through traffic, 
yet conveniently situated with regard to 


| facilities for shopping, education and 


recreation. The house has been primarily 
designed for privacy, with all activities 
concentrated at the rear of the house to 


+ 


ake advantage of sunlight and garden. 


lhe north and shaded side is confined to 


services and traffic. Grounds have been 


I 


complet 


ely developed with flower and 
vegetable plots, ornamental planting and 


fruit trees, set off by generous lawns and 
shrubbery. (For the story of the garden, 


turn to page 82.) 


The building itself has been planned 
around the needs of a family of four or 


It provides 


five. a living-dining room 


and kitchen-laundry on the first floor; 





three bedrooms and bath on the second 
floor. The garage is attached and is 
readily accessible. 

House No. 2 is a story-and-half design 


in red brick, laid with white mortar 


joints. Woodwork, including doors, is 
painted ivory white. An alternative sug- 
gestion would be to paint the woodwork 
light apple green and the front door 
In any case, blue-black 
composition shingles are used for the 
roof. Seen from the street, the massing 
of the house is appealing: the porch and 
garage project in front of the main body 
of the building to provide an interesting 
composition. Though the colonial style 
provides the mainspring of the archi- 
is interpreted In a 
free, contemporary way. The window 
spacing (the octagonal window on the 
front elevation lights the stair landing) 
is refreshingly unconventional and the 


IVOry WwW hite. 


tect’s inspiration, it 





delicately proportioned cornice adds a 
note of distinction. A flagstone walk 
leads from the sidewalk to the house, 
in attractiveness by a neat 
picket fence along the street line. T he 
chimney, substantial and sturdy, is kept 
| low. 

The 
| shows two dormer windows which light 


garden elevation of the house 


ventilate second-floor rooms. <A 
off the living room and 


and 
| terrace, opening 
| completely screened from the street by 
| the garage, together with large glass 
reas, are features of the first floor. A 
trellis masks the drying yard at one end 
ol the terrace. 


Placing the garage at the front of the 





c 
house, near the street, means there Is less 
yaving to pay for, less snow to shovel 
| and keeps the rear of the property 


entirely free for development as garden. 


Going inside the house, you first enter 
vestibule, off which opens a clothes 
( nd small washroom. From thx 
ule you reach the traffic centre of 
l¢ behind the door 
ia study ¢ ne¢ ( bookcases could be 
Ahead the | g room, a view 
( i ind access to the’ terrace 
F i i reened from sight 

i @ on page 43 


| 
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For the lady on the move outdoors . . . Fleet Foot 
is the last word in perfect fit, comfort and style. 
Scientifically shaped to the natural contour of the foot, 
Fleet Foot shoes give correct support and 
freedom for active sports. Cushion insoles absorb shocks, 
give you smoother, faster footwork . . . cool 
fabric uppers permit feet to breathe freely. 
Now made with brown soles (they won’t mark floors!), 
Fleet Foot will smarten up your game — and your appearance, too. 
Besides styles for sports there are bright, 
colourful shoes ... some with open toes and heels... 
that are ideal for informal summer dress occasions. 
Look for the name Fleet Foot... get the best 
in summer footwear. 





etd 
nonin aa sl 





40 — Chatelaine, May, 1946 


eee —_ 
a 
EEE, 
ae 
car gee BS 
age 
BEES 
TE a 


0 | 


ng 


c 





Sins 









TEES 


ely Ee 


ERE’S a trousseau trio for the bride who wants complete individuality in her 


bridal wardrche. The wedding gown is designed on classic lines to highlight 


lovely fabrics: traditional heavy satin, summery materials such as exquisite eyelets, 
laces, organzas and marquisettes. 


Numbers 1633 and 1640 are basic styles for smart co-ordinating. But first 
choose your harmonizing threesome — shoes, bag and gloves — to avoid desper- 
ate last-minute search for matching accessories. Navy’s an excellent color choice. 

No. 1633 is lovely in grey or one of the new blues and, to wear with it, make an 
assortment of print sashes: one to accent your navy, another perhaps in vivid yel- 
lows with matching gloves. Clear red combinations would be a bright change. — 


The bolero suit, No. 1640, navy, with blouse in white or a pastel, is a charming 


going-away ensemble. Or transform it into a smart dining-out number with a 
pretty print blouse and matching turban or cloche. 


(@ 





ar the Bride 


Simplicity patterns may be obtained from your local 
dealer, or by mail through the Pattern Department of 
Chatelaine,Magazine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto. 





Pattern Descriptions on page 43, 


1640 
Simpl ay 


No. 1610, one-piece wedding dress, has dart- 
fitted bodice, soft upper gathering, and is 
seamed down centre front back. The 


and 
shirred skirt, cut in four pieces, joins pointed 


bodice below natural waistline. Horsehair 
braid could be used to stiffen skirt at the 
hips. Size 16 requires 634 yards of 35-in. 


material, 


No. 1633 would look well in a lightweight wool crepe 
or good quality silk rayon. Clear plastic buttons will 
harmonize with your contrasting sashes. Size 16 re- 
quires 2% yards of 35-in. goods, and 1% yards of 39-in. 
for the sash. The dress, a one-piecer, has a fitted bodice 
and the skirt is gathered at natural waistline. 


No. 1640, bolero suit and blouse, requires 344 yards 
of 35-in. goods for bolero and skirt, 134 yards for blous« 
and cuffs. The surplice blouse forms a lovely neckline 
under the bolero, which is darted at front and back 


shoulders; the skirt is six-panelled. Lightweight wool 


or heavy silk rayon would be perfect for the suit, and 
a sheer material or eyelet Swiss would make a very 
pretty blouse. 














Are you 
in the know ? 


and grouped about the fireplace. To your 
left, the stairs to the second floor and 
kitchen beyond. A 
magnilicent view of the garden is 
enjoyed from the living room. At the 
far end of room” 


basement, with 


this big “general 
dining space of sufficient size to ac- 
commodate an average dining group of 
furniture is provided. 

The question as to whether living and 
dining rooms should be combined or kept 
separate rooms, as formerly, is hotly 
debated in professional and amateur 
circles. Advocates of separate rooms 
claim that privacy is their main con- 
sideration: in a living- 
dining room the table must be laid and 
food before the 
waiting guests and, when visitors drop 
in before a meal is finished, the family 
must eat in front of them. Chrystie L. 
Douglas, our architect of Chatelaine 


House No. 2, believes that the choice of 


combination 


brought in eyes of 


a separate or combined dining room 


Are you in the know? 


APO POOOHOOEEE OTERO AE SEEDS ERO OOHED ASA GY 
- 


if your nails split, should you— 


Trim them with your teeth 


Wear artificial nails 


FeVOee rere ee eeees 


No use sighing over split nails. To 
smooth them, give your nails the business 
with an emery board, daily. Since a gal 
can't hide her hands forever, nail care 
spares you many uncomfortable moments, 
And so, on “‘trying’’ days, does Kotex. In 
fact, Kotex is The Word for comfort— 
because the softness of Kotex stays and 


stays. Yes, Kotex is made to stay soft 
while wearing. That means curfew for 
chafing! 






Smooth them with an emery board 


OOOO eee OE eee EES eeeseeeeeeeeeseeeeess gf 
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How can a gal ask a boy out? 
{_] “‘Let’s have a coke” 
[_] ‘Meet me at the movies” 
[_] Invite him to your home 


depends entirely on family customs and 
is no doubt that the 
com bined room offers certain advantages. 





needs. There 





Will lip rouge linger longer if you-= 


After all, a separate dining room is used 


Se etd ne 


Moisten the lips first 


Apply it over powder 


Repaint a previous job 


To make your lipstick sfick—first, 
powder lips lightly. Apply lip rouge 
over powder, blot with Kleenex and 
you're set—for longer than you think. 
And your confidence can linger longer 
on problem days. Just be sure you 
use Quest—the powder deodorant 
with your sanitary pad. It’s soft, 
soothing .. . absorbs mois- 
ture and helps prevent 
chafing. It will give you 
lasting confidence, for it de- 
stroys odour completely... 
safely. Large size 35c. 






Sot? * pr or 
Guaranteed by © 
Good Housekeeping 
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How do you get out of a car? 


Step down gracefully 
Wriggle out like Grandma 


Jump out like Junior 


Let this sad Sal be a caution to youl 
Step down gracefully, keeping knees as 
close together as possible. True grace 
depends on good posture. On comfort 
too, at “those’”’ make 
comfort complete, you can depend on 
the Kotex Wonderform Belt. It’s 
dainty, adjustable, 


times. To 








washable and 


fits snugly 
so that you 


without 
binding, 
can feel « ompletely A 
Each 25c. 


ease. 


















for only a few hours a day and is easily 
the most expensive room in the house. It 
is certainly preferable if it can be made 
to serve a dual purpose. Incorporating it 
into the living room not only gives an 
effect of greater spaciousness than would 
otherwise be obtained, but permits more 
intensive utilization of space, particu- 
larly for entertaining. 


TO THE left of the entrance vestibule 
are the stairs leading to the second floor. 
Next comes the basement stairway, then 
the kitchen-laundry. The architect 
points out that this room has the ad- 
vantage of being centrally located. A 
minimum number of footsteps are 
required to answer the front or side door. 
Planned for complete efficiency, the 
kitchen has a closet just inside the side 
door and serving counter between itself 
and ‘the dining space. Two compart- 
ments make it possible to use the kitchen 
sink for washing clothes: the laundry 
section of the kitchen has room for an 
ironer, drier and sewing machine. 
Rooms on the second floor, like those 
on the first, are large, bright and airy. 
Each of the three bedrooms is supplied 
with better-than-average closet space. 
and there is a generous linen closet. + 








Pattern Descriptions 


1633—Misses’ and women’s one-piece dress 
in sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 16: 2% of 35 
inch; 2% of 39 inch; 1% of 54 inch. Sash: 
% of 39 inch. Price 25 cents. 

1610—Misses’ and women’s one-piece 
“Simple to Make’’ wedding dress in sizes 
12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 16: 6% of 35 inch; 6 of 
39 inch; 55% of 41 inch. Price 25 cents. 

1640—Misses’ and women’s bolero suit and 
blouse in sizes 12, 14. 16, 18, 20, 40. Size 16, 
blouse and cuffs: ™% of 35 inch; 1% of 39 
inch; 1% of 54 inch. Bolero and skirt: 3% 
of 35 inch; 3 of 39 inch; 2% of 41 inch. Price, 





25 cents 

1619 Children and girls’ one-piece play- 
suit and skirt in sizes 6, 8, 10, 12, 14. Size 10: 
3, of 35 inch, 2% of 39 inch or 25¢ of 41 inch 
plaid material. Price 25 cents. J 

1618—Misses’ and women’s one-piece play- 
suit and skirt in sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 
16: 4% of 35 inch, 3% of 39 inch or 35% of 41 


h plaid material. Price 25 cents. 





1625 Misses’ and women’s tennis dress in 
sizes 10, 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 14: 242 of & 
inch: 2% of 39 inch; 2% of 41 inch. Price 
20 cents. 

1612—Teen-age bathing suit and beach coat 

sizes 10, 12 2 12, Bra and trunks: 

of 35 39 inch lengthwise 
¢ < plai a te Lining s of 
of 4 Beach coa 3 of 
; s of 54 inch lengtt 
ipe i € al. Elastic 
h La t 2% yd. of 
th ribbon. Price, 15 cents. 

1613 een-age long t ts and blouse i 
2 4, l€ Size 12: Midriff blouse: 
ch, 7% of 39 ch or % of 54 inch 

triped material. Short 15g of 35 inch ma- 
te rial with or without nap; 158 of 39 inch; 





modern flat 
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More 


What's new on the beach this year? 


SPEECH SHC armas ee eeeeeeteaeaeseteeeeeaes 


revealing outlines! 


He’s shy about a date? Here's how you 
can make the bid, gracefully: Corral your 
femme triend and her joe. . . invite them 
(and your shy guy) for a platter or ping- 
pong session at your home, There’s 
safety in foursomes! So...no need to 
be self-conscious, even on “those” days. 
For there’s safety in Kotex and the special 
Kotex safety centre that gives you plus 
protection. You’re blushproof, with Kotex. 






HAMBURGER 








The Life Guard 
The Bloomer Girl 
The hamburgers 


eee eneseeereresee 


If you want to wow the beach crowd, take your cue from the 
Bloomer Girl (shown here). 
far cry from the bathing bloomers of granny’s day! 
Kotex is far different trom old-fashioned sanitary napkins. 
Consider the blessing of Kotex’ flat tapered ends: those ultra- 
pressed ends that don’t show, don’t cause 


and a 
Just as 


Her swim suit’s news 


! Even in your beach togs, Kotex won't 


betray your confidence, 


women choose KOTEX” 


than all other sanitary napkins 





JOU’LL want to be ready for the first summer days with plenty 
of tubbables! Choose good, color-fast materials that take to 
the bright outdoor life without losing their fresh charm. Start 
out with gay seersuckers to cut down on hot-weather ironing, 
and don’t be afraid to mix your colors together in bright, bold ways! 


Numbers 1619 and 1618 are the Mother and Daughter set 
you’ve been wanting. You can use two or three sets for summer 
cottage days: a bright, light brown with deep pink, clear yellow 
and mint green, or clear turquoise with light red. The one-piece 
playsuit has dart-fitted bodice and shorts joined to a trim inset 
belt. The three-section skirt, gathered onto waistband, ties at the 
side front. No. 1619 (size 6 to 14 years) requires 34% yards of 
35-in. goods for size 10; No, 1618, (size 12 to 20) requires 44% yards 
of 35-in. for size 16, 


No. 1612, is a special teen-ager set with jaunty beach coat and 
a beautifully fitting bathing suit. Soft shoulder gathers give the 
coat a good swing, and the bishop sleeves are generously cut for 
comfort. Patch pockets and stand-up collar add to the up-to-the- 
minute design. Bra top of the bathing suit is shaped with side 
gathers, and crushed in softly at centre front with a bow, It ties at 
the back, and the shoulder straps are crossed and buttoned in back. 
Elastic insert at centre front of the trunks gives a shirred effect. 
There are front gathers at the side trunks, and eyelet bands through 
which ribbon is laced for adjusting purposes. 

At the lower sides, in the back, soft pleats add to the line, Silk 
rayon jersey, in bright red for the suit, with beach coat in blue and 
white stripe, would make a stunning set. 


No. 1625, a well-cut tennis dress, comes in sizes 10 to 20, and 
is cleverly designed for action. Revers are cut in one with the 
bodice front, which has a three-button closing. The shorts havea 
simulated skirt, with large inside pocket outlined in stitching. The 
stitching is attractive done in bright color. 
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Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from your local 
dealer, or by mail through the Pattern Department of 
Chatelaine Magazine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto, 


1613 


Pattern Descriptions on page 43. make good starting points! 











Here are the beloved pedal 
pushers, No. 1613, whichthe teen- 
agers will be wearing all sum- 

mer long. The blouse, a back-buttoned mid- 

riffer, is high and round at the neck, and 

snugly darted for good fit at the exposure 
line. The shorts have front pleats, and are 
darted at back waistline. Pocket in the side 
seam. Coarse striped linen and plain denim 
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SKYHIGH.. .. rich red with a silvery gleam 
HIGH FASHION ... heavenly red with a golden glow 


Peggy Sage has just released two Flying Colors 
destined to change the entire complexion of fingertips. 

Exciting as this air-age . . . exhilarating as your 
first solo... Skyhigh and High Fashion will give 
instant lift to your most earth- 


bound costume. 50¢ 





new york salon: 50 east 57th street 
london salon; ~130-new bond street 
paris salon; 7, place vendéme 

© 1946, Peggy Sage, Inc. r 
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Knitted 
Sensations” are runproof, wash- 


able, easy on your stockings 


and oh so comfortable! 


will. 


you 
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SOLD IN LEADING CORSET DEPARTMENTS 


NEMO FOUNDATIONS, 559 College $t., Toronto 


= 
& 
3 
z 
a 
£ 
= 
a 
= 
“ 
‘ 
> 
5 
? 
5 
a 
2 
“ 
2 


move as 


A Note to Brides 


Continued from page 29 


seeing their money put to good use. And 
financial help coming at the time the 
new family is starting will mean so much 
more to the couple and their young 
children than when they are financially 
established in middle age or when the 
marriage itself has become a question- 


able success. 


EACH OF us knows of homes where for 
various reasons it has been impossible for 
the couple to have children. Frequently 
such cases could have been helped by a 
premarital examination, but, again, by 
the time the y decide to seek a physic lan’s 
help, it is too late. Many, many women 
before 
seeking advice, thinking each year things 


wait until they are 42 or so 


will be different. By that time, of course, 
they are tortured with the thought that 
will start their 
Ex- 


aminations at that age often reveal a 


the and 


chances of a family gone forever. 


menopause 


fibroid tumor of the uterus which has 
interfered with pregnancy, and which, if 
removed 10 years sooner, would have 
given them the happiness of the family 
they longed for. 
phies like this are tragic. The normal, 
average, childless home seck a 
substitute by adopting children, the 
woman generally 
initiative inthe matter, but assured in 


Preventable catastro- 
can 
having to take the 


her own mind that once the first baby 





appears her husband will become its 
devoted slave. There are seldom any 
regrets, 

The scientific knowledge at our dis- 
posal today is a precious thing, to by 
jealously guarded and not to be taken 
lightly. 
available to everyone but not to be used 


Contraceptive information 


for selfish motives or to jeopardize thi 
the 
knowledge frequently encourages your 


welfare of country. This very 


couples to procrastinate and avoid 
undertaking the responsibility that 

rightfully theirs. Many tragic tales coms 
to the light of day in the physician’s 
oflice—all the more tragic because thx 
story did not need to end that way, if it 
If we 


headache, backache or cannot hear, we 


had been told in time! have a 
do not hesitate about seeking medical 
advice, but when It comes to our own 
personal happiness and concerns those 
whom we love most dearly, we either 
make light of it, callously, across thé 
bridge table, or bury it deep within our- 


selves where it smolders and hurts, 

interfering with our actions, our 

thoughts, our ultimate behavior. 
Emotions refuse to be crushed like 


this. 


reason and eventually show 


They rise up in rebellion against 
themselves 
in some form not always acceptable to 
society. Hence our neurotics, our un- 
happy marriages, our divorces, and even 
harm to 
whom we care most. 


sometimes bodily those for 


# Continued on page 100 


Sentimental Stitches 





You could make two or tl af +] 


ment of pastel shades witl 


variety of sachet scents. Instructions 


laine Handicrafts, 481 Un 


ing flower sprig trim 


versity Avenn ' 
rsity Avenue, Toronto 2, Canada. 





IT WOULDN’T be a 
wedding without a bit 
of sentimental! 


tion al 


supe rsti- 


} 


out someti 


Ming 


old, new, borrowed, blue! 


Here are two ribbon 
\ and lace pretties to be 
\ done’ up in the bride’s 


colors and her pet sac het. 
There’s something 
about 


decked 


them a 


very feminine 
flowe re 
( VE 


touch 


these 
parters, 
Parisienne with 


sachet under the lace 


and _ ribbon. Instruc- 


tions 5 Cus No. S 128, 


se handkerchief cases in an assort- 
..andina 
\o. S 129. Order from Chate- 
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In gracious homes and the 
ioe costumes of eminent designers 
eT. it is always Fabrics by Bruck 





LANA TURNER , STARRING IN M:‘G-:M’°S THE POSTMAN ALWAYS RINGS TWICE” 


LANA 

is the 
Woodbury 
FLESH 


A TURNER type! 
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YOUR MATCHED MAKE-UP GUIDE, 
right in your Woodbury Powder box, tells you 
your color-right shades of matching powder, lip- 


stick, rouge. Chosen by Hollywood experts to VV 

glorify your skin-type . . . to make you as beauty- 

right as the screen stars. Woodbury Film-Finish W. db 

Powder in Flesh, Rachel, Windsor Rose, oo ury 
Brunette... 50¢, 25¢, 16¢. (Made in Canada) f { 


| Powder 





Wedding Day 


Continue om nage > 
bright echo filling even the house wit! 
a flickering luminescence; today was 
evervthing a spring day should be. She 


knew now that she had always wanted a 
May wedding. Not that she’d ever 
wanted one exactly like this, of course, 
not as eclaborate ... It Was still con- 
ill this fuss 


‘ r 4 | WW } TP 
PUSITNY Liat Sti¢ Was AVITILE « 


' 1 1 1 ] 
made over her, she who had always liked 


things as simple as_ possible. But 
m hel had wanted it this \ iV, and 
there was no reason why mother 
shouldn’t have some fun out of the big 


if) 
1 1] 
day too. It would be a lovely wedding. 


Qh, and the heavenly, heavenly dress 


She ran across the room to | 
1 

hanging there in one long graceful 

shimmer; it was impossible that any- 


' ea a 
thing could be quite as exquisite as th: 


dress. She was almost afraid to touc! 
Surely it would smudge in her 
IKE ICINZ . « « 

Never before had she thought herself 
beautiful. There were so many girls 
with near-auburn hair and a passablk 
figure, and somehow she had never felt 
beautiful. But today she knew she was 
really love Iv: she could feel is throbbing 
down her body; it was in the drift of he: 
movements as she went about the room 
... Usually I’m tweed, she thought, 
but right now I’m 
chiflk n. And satin 
too, of course; the 
satin was waiting. 

Everything was 
absolutely perfect. 


Oh, well, she sup- 
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what you expected her to say, and vet 
she always managed to make her most 


trivial remark characteristic, 
‘*Now don’t give me a lecture on be ig 


democratic,” her mother went on 
rapidly. “You've got social cons« S- 
ness ¢ nough fi I both ot us, Drue 7 l 
are lovely. You have the real bri il 
glow. Even in that old robe vou 1k 
ood en ugh to be rationed.” 

ond u low k pretty rood vourselt 
today,”’ Druscilla grinned. Mother 
always did, of course. Her hair, a gleam- 
ing brown instead of a more suspect 
blond or chestnut was molded carefu 
to her head: and that last beautician had 
done wonders for her face. The close- 
litting dress was! t bad on her, either. 


' co 1 
Druscilla wished, as she had before and 


would again, that her mother wouldn't 


aye her hat or spend so mucl time 
trying to look like a smart tel 
manned Bu there, you ¢ ( t 
change mother And m her | id eve 
ricd t cl nge he! I he t { t ) 
respected ¢ ich other 

*Drue, Walt until you see the gor- 
gceous iob those Anderson people have 
done with the altar . . .”’ she went on, 


talking rapidly to her daughter abou 


the flowers and how sweet the brides- 


maids looked and old Mrs. Parson’s 


really divine fruit punct 


nk these [itth 


t} 


atter you would 
details were all that mattered to her. 
But mother always 

chattered the most 

when she was 
worried, Druscilla 


‘ ; 
thought suddenty 


TRY THE STARS “Still 1 can’t see 


mysell marrying 


posed it was not By HAROLD APPLEBAUM you off, I really 
really pertect. For can’t,” her mother 


one thing the blow- Try the earth beneath your feet was saving pl iin- 
up with Tom had Be it solid or in flux, it is there, tively, now. at 
been unpleasant, And you may have it, if you care seems just vester- 


this morning. She 
had known Tom for 
ages and, if it hadn’t 
been for Brett, dare. 
would probably 
have married him. Or try the stars 
Tom was really a 
dear. It was too 
bad that he couldn’t 
wish her happiness. 
“No, | won’t be at 


the wedding,” he 


Try the stars. 


had said, grimly, 
and she’d been startled to discover that 
the hard glare of his dark eyes could 
disturb her. “Sorry, Drue. 


I’m a poor 
loser.”” And he had edged his shoulders 
out the door. She shivered a little, 
suddenly. She was really very sorry 
Tom felt as he did. And then, there 
was the attitude of her family. They 


still didn’t like Brett. Her father kept 
calling him a “phony” (how she hated 
that word!), and her mother had wanted 
Tom for a son-in-law. Oh, but they’d 
learn to like Brett. They coulda’t help 


liking him. 


THERE WAS a faint rustle, and 
Druscilla realized that her mother was 
standing beside her. ‘This place is a 


madhouse,” she said, just as though shx 





wasn't cnjoying it. ““And, my dear, you 
should See old Mrs. Parsons, the 


' ' e 
cateress. | swear shes been going to 


Rudolph’s—she has her hair in the most 


* | } | 
effective little Dumps all over her head. 
2, 
7 


I 


it imagine her at Rudolph’s! Honestly 


D 
Z 


everybody goes 


Try horizons—stretch your sight 
Along the line of sky. They are there 
And you may reach them, if you 


quite out of reach 


For little men, but they are there 


And you have one foot on the stair— 


-” 


day that you were a 


ee 
little girl dragging 


n every stray ca 


ind dog you could 
| + 


find for a meal—to 
say nothing of the 
old bums which you 
insisted were treez- 


th ” 


ing to deat 

** Please, mother.” 

Druscilla looked up 

from wrestling with 

a sandal. ‘ You're 

making me sound like a combination of 
the SPCA and Florence Nightingale.” 

Her mother shrugged, smiled, and was 

silent. It wasn’t like mother to be 


silent, either. Oh, but what was the 


matter with her, trying to dream up 


1 ' : ‘ 
something wrong when nothing was 


“You really are in love with Brett, 
aren’t you?” her mother asked. 

“LT really am,” said Druscilla. *‘ You 
know, I think it’s because of that wild 


” She shook her head, her eves 


or 


red hair. 


bright. “Or maybe it’s the way he pxets 
out of a chair. Did you ever notice? 
Most men strain when they get up, as 
though they were weighted down by 


! 
anchors, or else they sort of clamber. 


Brett just gets up.” 
vee) asts | ¢ . 
OSITIVELY a requirement at 


husband.” 


Druscilla caught the faint overtone 


in her voice. Oh, oh. Now it 1 d 


come, Mother was about to make Cc 
of her barbed remarks about Brett. Sh 
at least never complained of his “pl! I- 
ness,” as her father did. “*We’re II 
phony part of the time,” she had once 
told her daughter but she did ha t 
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ridiculous idea that there was something 
hard, almost cruel, about Brett. And 
she frequently said it was this which 
Druscilla would not be able to stand. 
If she went into all that again . . 


“T really think Brett Bailey is one of 


the most charming men I have eve! 
met,” said her mother slowly. 

Well! This was a relief! Druscilla 
blinked. If only now mother wouldn't 
spoil it all by saying that sometimes 
you were blinded by charm... she 
held her breath. 

“And with your innate good sense 
and humor and—and kindness, linked 
up with Brett’s charm—well, the two 
of you should go far. 

Druscilla tried not to make her gasp 


too audible. This was certa nly decent 
of mothe r. She ’d spoke n her piece long 
ago and now was be having Deaut fully. 
It would be the final touch now if she 
she really, really and 


+} + 


would Say 





truly, liked Brett would mean so 
much, if she could say it. 

Her mother had turned to leave, | 
paused now at the door. “Saw yout 
future husband going up to dress,” she 
said. “He looked indecently handsome; 
the bridesmaids are in a state about 
him. You’d think Brett Bailey was the 
only man in the world. Well, I’d better 
run along. ’By, darling.” 

“*By,” said Druscilla thickly. She 
stared after her a moment. Mother had 
at she liked 
yle to say It. 


The daughter knew that for all th 


. 
said everything except th 
him. She had not been al 
mother’s seeming frivolity, she was 
scrupulously honest. She wasalso, it had 


been said, an uncanny judge of people. 


DRUSCILLA WENT to the window 
again. A kind of heaviness, almost an 
oppression, had settled on her. It would 
be different, if | were marrying Tom, she 
thought. There would be none of this 
feeling. That reminded her. Tom had 
given her a regular tirade on Brett, 
once. He’d had the idea that Brett could 
be quite ruthless, that, in particular, 
he’d treated several women quite badly. 
There had been that model, for instance, 
“Darine,” she called herself, an improb- 
able-looking girl with hair like carved 
honey and big wet-violet eyes. It was 
true that she’d acted like a fool about 
him. And there was that girl at the 
beach who made such a scene on the 
dance floor. Druscilla felt horribly sorry 
for both those girls, but she couldn’t 
see why Brett was to blame, if they fell 
And certainly the y both had 
made a quick recovery. The m del was 


| t in Hollywood at th 
I, 


for him. 


| 
qgomng ail I 


moment, and the other creature had 


taken her heart from her custom-mad 


sleeve and married that millionaire—the 
one who | iked like ii in nuch 
flurry the rot ivure Bre is no 
idy killer It iS all just taik fom 
snc a be ishamed ) t 
Bre like ill ¢ ly [ ! © 4 

is t HIKE I. I 9 ) () 
bother Tom. She ild 
| m I m, ( t < 
enough tor her ( ne 

Drus« i ed 
iva | K thre 
Bre « I 

he ha 





A scraping sound made her look up, 
startled. Someone had pushed her door 
open slightly and a girl was standing, 
uncertainly, in the hall. 

“Hello,” said Druscilla, a question 
mark in her voice. 

“Oh, pardon me,” said the girl 
quickly. mal didn’t know anyone was 
dressing in here. I suppose you’re on 
of the bridesmaids? I—I’m not one of 
the house guests, I was just asked to the 
wedding. Gee, aren’t you lucky to get t 
stay here! It’s such a beautiful house!” 

“Well, ves, it is nice,” said Druscilla. 
She could not think who on earth this 
was. The girl was a slight little thing, 
not at all pretty except for her full red 
lips, and she had nondescript brownish 
around a face 


which somehow seemed brownish too. 


hair fluffed carefully 
On her hands were white gloves, pur- 
chased in honor of the wedding. Who 
she! Druscilla asked herself. 





*T just can’t get over this house,” said 
the girl. She gave an abrupt meaningless 
le I’ve just never see any 

like It 

SNe ropdaDly hadn LD 1S¢ i 
thoug! Would you like to come 
i d Sct nis I ym?’ rhe K¢ | ie 


suddenly. 

“Why—why, ves. Gee. Thanks.” 
She walked cautiously inside. After a 
moment she said, But this room 


seems—older than the rest of the house, 


’ 


or something.’ She looked around, 
confusedly. 

Undoubtedly, Druscilla thought, she 
expected a sunken bath and a movie-set 
. ‘e l I I | 
boudoir. | think whoever lives hers 
just happens to like things rather 
1e told her. 


“Of course it’s very nice,” her visitor 





plain,” s 


added quickly. “It’s grand, really. This 


+ 


whole place is. I’m so glad to have had a 


look around. You see, | 


I wanted to 
know what it was like because I'm 
acquainted with Mr. Bailey, and so I’m 
interested in the girl he’s marrying.” 
Druscilla blinked. She was suddenly 
glad that her wedding dress was hanging 
behind this girl, and she was also aware 
of being acutely self-conscious. “* You’ re 
a friend of Mr. Bailey’s?”” she asked. 
“T just know him.” A faint color had 
risen slowly in the dull cheeks. “He’s 
very well thought of at the office, Mr. 


Baile vy is. Of course some people don t 





like him, but they just don’t under- 
stand him. He’s really - she stopped 
abruptly. “‘But then,” she add d quick- 
ly, with s mething like caution, “of 
course 1 just are KI him sa . 
She sidied t the d r, her eves iDbD 
ckly ar nd the om la time 
Re ik Nice , she said fa 1\ h 
» at © “Suc D I 
Wi . th inks She ( 
N¢ VW | KNOW \ Si ! i i 
Dy cilla tl isht She is } i 
clerk in Brett’s office. He'd ' 
Ce = ai ad 
t Ou rf ct ati ved 
LD 1k off he ve and 
) She i i ca 
ri ( ed tha 
( sf i \ 
‘ ere 
W, 





“Yes! "say hee 
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toward her. That long graceful gait 
which was almost feline except for the 
balanced bulk of shoulder could belong 
only to Brett. Yes, it was Brett—she 
could see his hair. But although sh« 
could see him so clearly he wouldn't 
see her. The corridors of this old house 
were dark. Just as well. it was sup- 
posed to be unlucky for the groom to 
see the bride before the wedding—o1 
was it the other way around? A silly 
superstition, of course es Druscilla 
stiffened, suddenly, against the wall. A 
woman was going up to Brett. It was 
the girl who had just been in her room. 

“Hithere, Kate! What are you doing, 
prowling around up here? Better get 
on downstairs, kid.” 

I never heard him talk like that be- 
fore, Druscilla thought. There’s some- 
thing different in his voice. Something 
I can’t quite place... 

Kate—-was ignoring what 
he had said to her. “Oh, Brett, you 
look just grand,” she said. “Just grand.” 

“Think I'll do, eh? Well, better get 
downstairs, now, Kate, with the other 
You wanted to come to the 

you do want to see it, don’t 


The girl 


guests. 
wedding 
you?” 

““Why, sure, Brett. Gee 
say; how about a kiss for good luck, 
huh? It wouldn’t be the first time, you 
know,” She laughed, guiltily. 

He was going to kiss ber! 

Druscilla stood in the doorway and 
could not move. It’s nothing, she told 
herself fiercely. There was no use in 
being a prig. But this was the moment 
before our wedding, something inside 
her wailed. A snatched kiss in the hall 
from a girl he’d known at the office . . . 
it seemed so cheap . . . shoddy. Oh, 
well. She was sorry she’d happened 
onto this, but she wasn’t going to let 
it spoil things. It was not that import- 
ant. Let him go ahead and kiss her. 

But no; he was not going to, after 
all. “*This isn’t the office,” he told the 
girl quietly, “and I can’t risk being 
seen.” He was brushing by her now; 
his hand had knocked her arm off his 
sleeve. It was the right thing to do, 
she supposed. Only it was strange that 
she had never really noticed his hands 
until just now—until he had made that 
quick, impatient gesture. They were 
extremely strong-looking hands, almost 
too strong, and the fingers curved 


sure. But 


slightly. 

“Oh, gee, Brett, don’t get mad.”” The 
“I didn’t 
mean to act silly. I just wanted to 
kiss you for luck, like I said 

Why, she really cares, Druscilla rea- 


girl was trailing after him. 


lized. This means something to her. 
This girl, this Kate 
be casual and off-hand about asking 


for a kiss but it was not casual to her 


she was trying to 


and never could be. She was in love, 
horribly, transparently in love, and she 
was begging for any crumb, any scrap, 
from Brett, like a little dog. Why had 
Brett done this thing! Why couldn't 
he have let the girl alone! Couldn't 
Kate, unlike the 


others, there would be nothing but hurt 


he realize that for 


when he went away? She would have 


“Oh, but gee, Brett,” she said. 


no Hollywood fanfare to mitigate her 
grief, and there would never be pictures 
of her in a rotogravure. She would 
have nothing. Nothing. 

Kate had followed Brett to the stair. 
Even 
her flimsy pretense was gone now. “Gee 

you know, it’ll seem so funny to have 
you married. It'll sure seem funny. 
I honestly hate to think of it, Brett.” 

“Oh, you'll find someone else to kid 
around with.” Brett had turned back 
toward her and his voice was tolerant, 
amused, 

“Nobody else will be you,” the girl 
whispered, brokenly. She took a step 
forward and lifted up her face, una- 
shamed, to be kissed. 

He'll do it now, Druscilla thought, 
tense. He'll kiss her now. He'll kiss 
her and it will be all over and done with. 

There was a sharp, cracking sound. 
Druscilla looked up and saw the girl 
sprawling awkwardly on the floor where 
she had been flung. She looked like 
a doll dropped by a child on his way 
to a new toy. Brett did not even turn 
around. He was going quickly on down- 
stairs, his footsteps light and rhythmic 
and careless, his head held high. 

Druscilla went back into her room. 
She found a chair. She sat down. She 
was still crouched In it, staring at the 
long pale shimmer of the wedding dress, 
when her mother found her. 

“Druscilla—Drue! Everyone’s here 
and we’re waiting for you and you're 
not even ready 

She looked at her mother and started 
to speak and the words she said sounded 
flat and thin and unreal, like an old 
record. ‘“There’s not going to be a 
wedding,” she said. 

Her mother did not protest or even 
exclaim. And then another voice came 
to her. Someone else had entered the 
room. 

“What's happened? Are youill, Drue? 
Is there anything I can do for you, 
darling?” 

She looked up into Tom’s dark eyes. 
So Tom had come, after all. He was 
right there beside her. He would, she 
suddenly realized, always be there. 


“WELL, it’s the most amazing thing.” 

“I know. It’s just hard to under- 
stand.” 

The lunch before the two women had 
dwindled to a crumb of roll and some 
limp scraps of lettuce, but they were 
still talking. 

“That she could have walked out on 
that handsome Brett Bailey just 
I still think one of his 


old flames must have shown up and got 


by fore 


their wedding. 


him away from her.” 
“2 


at the paper, “But what gets me Is 


Her companion was looking 


that she married this Thomas Peabody 
one week later! 


. it shows her wearing a tweed 


A hurry-up ceremony 
suit In the picture, and smiling just as 
though she were happy, poor ce ar. Do 
you suppose It was rebound?” 

“Of course,” said the other. “That's 
what everyone’s saving. You can’t 
really te II, though. You can’t be sure 2 
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The Difficult Cross 
Continued from page 


lierce with heightened color. “Hey, 
called the two men in the water. 

‘You play too primitive,” she called 
back, voice gay and clear. “Pick on 
Dot Marian.” As though she’d 


known them all for years. 


Peg,” 


and 


As if the move had been discussed and 
decided upon, Anthony found himself 
moving up the beach with her, not even 
hearing the amiable catcalls of the gang 


they were unceremoniously deserting. 


And the beach, which only a moment 
ago had been just a prosaic beach, now 


seemed a breathless and exciting place 


a jumbled, unpredictable place where 
anything could happen. Anthony felt 
vague familiarity with this sensation 


but couldn’t place it. He didn’t try very 
He kept looking at Peggy and 
wondering what had hit him, and she 
kept looking back at him with pink 
mounting in her cheeks. 


hard. 


“Your father’s with Tierce and 
"Ramsey, builders, isn’t he?’ said 
Anthony, reaching for half-heard gossip 


at the bank. 
replied Peggy. ‘‘ Retirec 


he IS, 


“He was,” 
At least he 


hay S his fingers in something else soon, 


now. says but he’ll 
He’s never learned how to have fun. | 
think that’s awful, don’t you?” 
“Well...” said Anthony, who didn’t, 
quite. 
a think it’s a sort of sin not to enjoy 


like 


She breathed dee ply 


” 


things this. 


and waved around, 


He told her about the bank, how he’d 
be cashier as soon as old Mr. Spirling 


retired. He told her of his ambitions, 
and of his folks. He told her about his 
dahlias. 


He did not te ll her about Roberta. 
She told him about her life in the city 


and her friends there. Did she mind 
moving here and leaving them? No. 
You found friends everywhere. People 


were nearly always friendly. Hadn’t he 
noticed? This rang familiar to Anthony 
too, but he didn’t stop to place it. She 
told him of her family—father, mother, 
three brothers. ‘‘The house was too big 
with the boys married and away. That's 


one reason why ve sold and came here. 


We have a little 
time for fun now.” 
“But you wouldn’t know how important 


house now, ‘| here’s 


Her eves teased him, 


that is. 
“Why | 
*Dahlias!” 
“What's wrong with dahlias? 


> began Anthony. 


Does everybody call you Anthony 


Peggy skipped around. a « sn't anyone 
ever call you Tony? That’s terrible.” 


know what 


Anthony didn’t was so 
terrible about it. He didn’t care much. 
The important thing was the strange 


Li] | I+ t wv! | 
exhilaration he felt and the swift close- 


ness to this small pers n whose thoughts, 
words and laughter skipped about like 
Already ther had 


waterbugs. talk 


reached the exciting shorthand stage 
where he could say: *‘ Back there in the 

big town was there anyone who—”’ 
And she could answer, *“No. Not 
anyone who 


I 
(I ERY ‘*But someone 
4 : 


and Anthony had to vith a chest full of 
admit that never By HELEN BALL medals from the 
before had he seen oo” SET VICE Dn 

sun and lake and **Not anybody 
sky combine in such Time ts the common healer anywhere. That 
beauty. But he faithfully inducing forgetfulness. — 

looked at Peggy as Forgetfulness? “That 1s?” said 
he thought this. What solace, then is offered Anthony quic kly. 


It was amazing 


how swiftly they un- 
folded for each 
other. At least it 


vas amazing on Anthony’s part. 

“So you work in a bank,” laughed 
Peggy. *‘ Have you gota cold, fishy eye?” 
“Sure “The left 


one. I take it out every night and park 


, grinned Anthony. 


it in the refrigerator.” 
“And you 

boiled egg?” 
**No. 


mn. 


“But your left eye looks animated 


never mistake it for a 


A boiled egg has more anima- 


now. 

“That’s because I just thought of an 
orphanage we can foreclose on soon.” 
Abruptly Anthony was so surprised he 
Why, he was 


batting the fat around like anybody else. 


almost forgot to grin. 
He'd never been able to do that before. 

“Oh, look.” said Peggy, skipping a 
“What a cute thing, to 


have a park right along the water.” 


step or two. 


THEY WENT on to the picnic grove. 
The 


quantity; but Anthony, who normally 


public was there in vociferous 
shrank from the boisterous, now hardly 
knew. He found a bench for Peggy and 
himself and unless the kids actually fell 
over their legs he remained unaware of 
t She 
seemed oblivious to externals too, and 
they kept gazing at each other and liking 


what they saw and talking on the heels 


anything but the girl beside him. 


of each other’s words. 


to the heavy heart 
whose comfort is remembrance? 


anyhow,’ 


minute, 


said Peggy in a 
small voice. “But 

how about you, Tony?” 
It was odd how effectively he could 


ignore Roberta. He shook his head. And 


now the sun was ia his eyes no matter 


how he shifted, and he stared at the sun 


and said, ““My gosh, it must be after 
six!” 
She said, “No! Can you imagine 


that!’ too solemnly. And without much 
. 


pleasure 


+ 


they saw their crowd approach- 
ing with picnic dinner makings, heading 
toward one of the stone fireplaces. Peggy 
Anthony 
(heir arms touched now 
little shivery 
Anthony’s 
They flushed a 


and walked ward them. 


and the n, and 
went 


; 
ilutterings up 


when this occurred, 


little at the 


arm 
crowd’s 
smiles. 

Tom McKee shook his head at them. 
“At foist sight,” he said. “It’s moider.’’ 


The night descended on them, and it 


was Peggy who started them at blind 
man’s buff. Anthony disliked such 
games, but he entered this almost 


willingly because Peg liked it. Later it 
was Peg who got them all to singing, in a 
Anthony didn’t 
like group singing, either, but this was 


closely crowded circle. 


almost fun because the circle was so 


close you had to put your arm around 
Wherever Peggy 


the most people were, laughing easily 


your ne ighbor. was, 
because she did, closing around her as 


people do around a warming flame. 











rretty please! 


> 
on J ! ! 1 ! ° 
mootn curves and lit 1 aynamic grace 


are yours when you restyle your figure with a 

NU-BACK. You'll be twice as decorative; 

twice as comfortable. Fashion's up-to-the- 
minute styling. The NU-BACK principle 6f 

support, and telescopic back permit undreamed 

of freedom. A NU-BACK won't ride up, twist or 

pinch. Ask your corsetiere for a NU-BACK 
garment designed for your type of figure. 


A try-on is worth a thousand words. 
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Fake a tip trom 


miltions of women! 


a 


Here’s why more women use Glo-Coat 


than any other floor polish... 


“It gives us exactly the things we want in a floor 


polish . . . Lustrous Beauty and Cleanliness 
and Protection!” That is why millions of wives 
and mothers prefer Glo-Coat. 


So easy, too. You simply apply and let dry. No 


rubbing or buffing. Dries in 20 minutes—shines 
itself! And adds greatly to the life of linoleum, 
too—protects its surface from wear. 


You'll save yourself hours of work, and save your 


floors, if you use the easy Glo-Coat method... 
as so many other women do. 


S$. C. Johnson & Son, Lid., Brantford, Canada 








Fibber McGee and Molly 
Tuesday night, CBC. 


New! DRA xX 


TRAC 
DEMARK REG. CANADA Par OFF 


Five Famous Johnson Polishes : 
Self-Polishing Glo-Coat, Paste Wax, Liquid Wax, Cream Wax, Carnu for cars | 


Finally when they went to the three 
cars they’d crammed into to get here, 


the biggest cluster was in the car 


Peggy chose, so that she was practically 
forced to sit on Anthony’s lap And 
Anthony, not daring so much as ( 
sistibly compelled, touched his 
gently to the nape of Peggy's ende 
neck. 

It wasn’t her neck at the 
of her home. 


“Good night, Peggy. 
“Good night, Tony. 
But neither moved. They stood there 
facing each other, with Peggy’s hands 
Anthony’s. 

“You're quite a girl,” he said soft 

“I’m... glad you think so, Tony, 
she whispered. And then she made a 
sound that could have been a small 
chuckk or could have been the result 
of a catch in her throat. “‘ You can 
Tony, if you want to. I’d like you to.” 

So he kissed her, wondering that she 
could fill his arms so completely when 
she Was SO small. \ he n she whispt red, 
body the 


“That’s new—kissing som 


very first night,” he smiled at the 
Lhe tremo! 


superfluity of explanation. 


of her lips had told him that. 


*Tomorrow, Pe; y? Three?” 


She nodded, eyes misty, and wen 


inside the house. 
AT THE end of. Anthonv’s street a light 


flickered out in the 


' ; “gi 
oflice A feminine outline showed int 


Tyler greenhouse 


it 
night as he neared his house—Roberta, 
coming home from toil as he returned 
from frivolity at the beach. 

**Hello,” he called, since she had seen 
him and it wouldn’t have been polit 
not to call. Anthony blinked in astonish- 
ment. For years when he’d closed his 


He had 


shaped his plans to ends he thought 


eyes he’d seen Roberta’s face. 


might please her, like the labor with 

the dahlias. Now—he was polite. 
“Hello, Anthony.” 

showed Roberta’s neatly chiselled fea- 


The street light 


tures, and he felt no quickening of pulse. 
He grinned dreamily. “The name,” he 
said, “is Tony.” 
“What?” She stared at him with 
“You look different. 


What’s happened to you?” 


faint new interest. 


“1 don’t just know.” 

The interest grew in her eyes. Only 
this morning Anthony would have 
parted witha couple of fingers for this, 
Chis wa: 


Roberta, the girl he’d dreamed of living 


Now the magic did not come. 


beside, the perfect mate for him. And 
all Anthony could think of was Peggy 
and tomorrow at three... 

The Nelands had their Sunday dinner 
at one. Most people did along this small 
town street. Anthony ate fried chicken 
and mashed potatoes and gravy, and 
endured his father’s jesting. 

“i ook at him,” He rb Ne land said to 
Sarah. “He puts sugar on the celery. 
He’ll salt the coffee next. Who brings 
the blush to that pure brow?” 

“What?” said Anthony, staring at his 
parent, who could make even a quiet 
Sunday dinner seem like a clambake. 
He knew now why yesterday at the 
beach he’d felt. almost at home with 
Peggy’s innocent ability to t 
normal upside down: his father did it all 
the time. Peggy and his father wer 
Vcry much alike. The V I< ved people and 
noise and having fun. They laughed anc 
frittered along 

So was that bad? scoffed Tony. B 
he couldn’t quite get away trom the 


parallel bet I 


tween his tather and mother 





ind him and Peggy. Too often he’d sc¢ 
r ized lo k n his mother’s eyes W 

Herbert brought home eight for dinne 
nannounced, or left on 10 minut 


otice for a wee k s ishing trip, or retu 


with the Gantry 


I cl , \ S 
Herbert’s wa And | 
ecard the comment: “Did you eve 

; S dH 





ak ‘ t {i day lk 

Lie Rati vould she make 

i his S¢ etl I 

< , ‘ “a 

s harassed mother? e thought 
detinitely d SCul¢ n 

He said again amused father 
‘What? 

“For the tent me ho is she?” 
“Oh. Nal es Px \ | cree , 

et her a ce N cottec 

1 ther 

It is \ \ e had three qua 

I nour t b Suspended 
vacuum | he « d call for Pe \ 
Vi indered madiltere » 7 I 
greenhouse, But there hus ad flere 
vanished. It was indeed his day. 

His cross had taken hold. 

Pop-« ved, Anti nv stare it the 
be einnit of a bud, fall K ny, ha 
Mo n, and seeming almost pure D 
“What's so exciting?” 

He turned. Roberta was stoopir 
get tl ugh the de She } 
seen him from her d ind 
over to n him she had never do 
th ng like that before 

Proudly Ant! my sh wed her ind she 
became almost as excited as he was 
“No! Id n't believe ! And yack \ 
least it looks black now. If 1t blooms 


But it’s got to bloom. What sprays ar 


you using? What fertilizers?” 


They fussed around. They bent over 


' 1 1 rt 7 
the bud with shoulders touching and 
breath mingling. They must have 

+ + | 
presented a Cosy picture to the next girl 


to open the low door. 

“Well!” said Peggy Tierce. 

Both turned rather too swiftly. 
Anthony was deep in botanical rapture 
or he would have caugl 


** Miss lierce, Miss Tyler,” he 


” 


on sooner. 


mumbled. “ Peggy, look here. 


Peggy didn’t bother to lox K here .““Do 


you know it’s a quarter of four, Tony?” 
she Said 1 

a t ed Robert Tony.’” 

“A< ( > Anti icaped 1 
the ¢ | had 1 dea Pe vy, I'm 
awtully sorry.” 

“It doesn’t matter, Antbor Ps Pe \ 





“Now lo k Pegs Now wait.” 

The door « sed firmly and Anthony 
gy’s stiff small back across 
the lawn. Roberta brought him back, 


+ 


Roberta, carefully skipping the entire 

episode. 

ae. black dahlia,” she crooned. “It 
But if it is—Why 


not come with me to the creenhoust 


possible. 


} 
De 


library and we'll get really technical?” 


Cl 
“Why not?” said Anthony dully, not 
recalling that these Roberta’s aroused 
terest and re CCT were precisely 
it he’d worked for when he started 
nN rh ¢ i 





garet 
eam 
I use 
says, 
radi- 
e re 
than 
nota 
film 


tuck 


hair 


ident 
hair 


loves 


SMe... 


from the day we take our marriage vows, | 
cultivate the art of good companionship; 


stay sweet and attractive but with warmth 

and understanding which springs from the 

uring of joys and sorrows. If I replace the enchant- 
ment of courtship days with a deeper and lasting 


lov ec. 


He loves me when there Is 
daintiness—when fastidiousness 1 
varies. When I envelop myself in an aura of delicate 
elusive scent which becomes part of my personality 


and is associated in his mind 4 Continued on page 60 


by Adele White 


It’s a man’s world — with 
you, his wife, the most im- 
portant person in it. Here 
we line up some “‘Do’s”’ and 
*Don’t’s”’ to treasure his ideal 
of you and cultivate a fresh 


new beauty through the years 
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Pagano. 


Loves Me Not 


slowly, but surely, I change from the smart 

girl who was attractive enough to win him for 

a husband, tothe sort of bausfrau who puts the 
taf | 


t 
{ 

are I . YY 

ne of house WOrK a nree mecais 


If, once Dv yo 


He loves me not when I u 
| thout disc 
i 
careless a 
to be an ex] t in make-up so tha 


though it had been pelted 4 Conti 





A UNDER STUDIO LIGHTS, Margaret 

is the picture of Spring with her gleam. 

ing hair swept up into large curls. “I use 
Drene with Hair Conditioning action.” she says, 
“because the camera demands my hair be radi- 


Mert a gay time when you re a Drene antly clean...every hair in place.” Drene re: 


7 : . ‘als as , s 33 pe no s han 
Girl! For, when you Drene your hair you veals as much as 33 percent more lustre thar 


j any soz - SO% shi o. § ; si 
reveal all its natural beauty. See how the new a a or soap sh aie - SINCE agra wt 
. ; : ‘ soap shampoo, it never leaves any dulling film 
improved Drene with Hair Conditioning action | I 


} s alls s do. | rl ul ick 
° . . ° on fair, as a oaps do or extra glamour, tue 
leaves your hair far softer, silkier, smoother. 


some sprigs of spring flowers in your hair 
No wonder glamorous Cover Girls like Margaret 

Finlay always use Drene Shampoo! “Whether it’s NO MIKE FRIGHT for Marga he’ ident 

romance or a modeling career you re after.” says she looks her loveliest wit! g-sme 1 hair 

Margaret, “there's no beauty asset more important “Do you know, 

than lovely. lustrous hair.” Here. she shows you unsightly dandruff the s 

three of her favorite hair styles that you can try at lo arrange this intrigue 

all hair over to one sith 


home or ask your beauty shop to do. 9 


two buns and fin illy. 
“You'll love the way Drene with Hair Con 

ditioning action leaves your hair so beautifully 

behaved,” she adds. So insist on Drene Shampoo 

with Hair Conditioning action. No other shampoo 


leaves your hair so lustrous. vet so easy to manage, 


Sha mpoc 


silken, shining hair into demure little-girl curls. d = 
, : e res with 


A FOR DATES AT HOME, Margaret combs her 


It’s fun to fix your hair after a Dren: 


lam poo, 


s. Today's improved Drene with Hain n re | Hair Conditioning 


¢ action leaves vour hair far silkier 
1 easier to manage. Margaret ties Action 
ck with a narrow ribbon bow 
oduct of Procter & Gamble 
Made in Canada 
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while you work 


Just a’wearying of housework? You'll get a lift if 
you try this new approach to daily chores. Swing into 
an exercise routine as you cook, clean and polish . 


? By ADELE WHITE | | \ | DAF HLM 
| <j ee ye Sketches by Ursula Rainnie retcl, A Ca ke Ma ke-u p | 


3 Develop Your Bosom— A first-class exer- 
\~YP \ » wt - { fty : 
\ oy cise for uplifting your bosom is vigorous 


window washing. Although the breast 


od ; 
itself has no muscles, there are underlying 








and supporting muscles which come into 
action as you polish—that is, if you use 
your whole arm in a free -swinging rotary 
motion, not just your wrist and forearm. 
his same household chore keeps arms firm 
and youthful. A soft flabby upper arm 


emerging from a sleeveless dress is a most 





unattractive sight. So, you'll not only 
boast the brightest windows on the street, 
but you’ll help retain the youthful line of 
bosom with no bulge of fat to mar the 
4 clean-cut underarm line. Also—there’ll be 

less chance of having to resort to a “gay 

deceiver,” as your grandmother called the 
— padded forms worn by flat-chested girls. 


Custom-built Table—A kitchen table 
just the right height for you can make all 
the difference in your working efficiency. 
If it’s too low you'll suffer backaches; if 
it’s too high you'll put unnecessary strain 





on shoulders and arms by awkward reach- 
ing. It’s a simple matter, either way, to 


remedy. You can prop each leg on a wooden 
block or a brick, or you can saw off a few A Ca a, 
inches. gQ 








Exercising your will power as you cook 
and bake is another excellent way of 
: streamlining your figure. Don’t nibble and ; 
taste—it will either ruin your appetite for 7/ a 0. . 
proper meals or turn you into a rolypoly. | “vor CLOLKML A2Ce, 
You can help yourself resist temptation 
by whistling while you work or by keeping 
your mouth occupied with a piece of gum. Vidafilm is like no other make-up. 
It is cake make-up in liquid form. 
~- Unlike other cake make-up, it is not drying 
... doesn’t give you that “masky” look and feeling! 
Spring in Your Walk—Try walking ae ene 
4 toward a. fullleneth savor to ace if your Unlike other liquids, it is true cake make-up and 
$ shoulders and hips are in proper alignment; contains no oil—doesn’t give vou that greasy look! 
your toes pointed straight ahead and your 
weight carried on the ball of your foot You don’t have to be an expert to get expert results 
7 eater’ sour noted haw wend with Vidafilm. Just blend it on with fingers 
people imitate a camel with a rolling gait; for a radiantly lovely, fresh, more natural 
others hippetv-hop along with short grace- : , 
less ‘lee while still others do a spread- looking make-up than you've ever worn. 
eas le le gs apart and toes pointed out. It Ciavt war way to Videliieny loveliness sa liade 
will add tremendously to your charm and ‘ : 
to your health if you walk correctly with Four flattering shades, $2a bottle at drug and department stores. 
a certain joyous spring in your step. 
When you're bri ng home the bacon 
it if you can find any!—don’t throw your 
spine off centre, until it resemble s the letter 
“S.” by carrying your bundles under one 
j \ arm, so that one shoulder is lower than | A VITA-RAY PRODUCT 


7 y the makers of famous Vita-Ray 
I Use both arms, or kee p shifting B ‘ 


e rhe i a 
. laa 9 ne ap : 7 7° Cream, Powder, Lipstick, | 
~ \ the weight from side to side so you'll list and other beauty ¢ 


neither to port nor to starboard as you VITA-RAY (Canada) LIMITED 
Toronto, Ontario 
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Ciflek Yourself with a 


: PALMOLIVE BEAUTY BATH . 


Feel a bit tired? Then take a rest- 
) > ful, soothing Palmolive Bath. Yes, 
O whether you prefer a leisurely tub, 
O a tingling shower, or a quick 
partial bath at the wash basin, a 

2 Palmolive Bath soothes your nerves 
© ...felaxes tired muscles . . . leaves 


gy thoroughly refreshed! 
° 


Sey Calmolives Ut-day Beauty Plan & 


° 


°5 DOCTORS PROVE 


lovelier skin in 14 days! 


7 2 out of 3 women can have 
° 


o°g 
° 
OD THRIFTY GIANT 9¢ 
oP BATH SIZE 
° 


REGULAR SIZE 6* 


HS 





Take a Palmolive bath every day. é 
There’s physical and mental relaxa- _© 
tion in it for you... refreshing ~O 
cleanliness : ; ; and, yes, soft, 
smooth skin loveliness—for 
Palmolive is made with soothing 


°o 

a 
Palm and Olive Oils, two of Q 
Nature’s finest skin conditioners. 


or 






i 


HERE'S ALL YOU DO! 
Wash your face three 


» 
-? (Ne 
° (. 
times a day with loin 
vin 


Oc 
Palmolive Soap and, 
each time, with a face- y i iy CG 
cloth massage Palm- Pf (\\ 
olive’s beautifying : 
lather into your skin—/for an extra 60 oO 
seconds. If your skin is extra-sensitive, 5(€ 
use just your fingertips to massage in 
Palmolive’s lovely soft lather. Then O 
rinse well—first with warm water, fol- o 
lowed by cool—and pat dry. That’sall! O 


° 

PALMOLIVE 7 E 
gives you these complexion benefits (©) 
FEWER BLEMISHES LESS DRYNESS " oT 
LESS OILINESS FINER TEXTURE . 6 


Ors 


F HEAR THE HAPPY GANG—C.B.C. NETWORK MON. thru FRI. 


STREAMEAN 


Washday Swing—Is there a baby in the 
house? If so you'll have three dozen or 
more white banners flying from your clothes- 
line each day. It’s a back-wearying job, 
this diaper-do, unless you make it an im- 
portant part of a P.T, workout to develop 
a straight strong back and a slim waist. 
Forget you’re leaning over a wash basket 
pretend instead you’re taking your daily 
dozen in the fresh air—just what the doc- 
tor ordered! With knees locked, bend over 
till your head and spine are at right angles 
to your legs; pick up an article, now swing 
up and around, making a graceful arc to 
the clothesline. Repeat 36 times—or until 
the basket is empty! 

Bedmaking is another boon to midriffs. 
Instead of running from side to side of the 
bed, reach, bend and stretch those waist 
muscles as far as possible. 


Knee-flex Action—Can anything good 
be said of that old bugbear, stair dusting? 
Yes, ma’am—if it turns into a first-class 
limbering-up exercise so middle age won’t 
find you stiff-kneed and graceless. Remem- 
ber gym classes at school? One of the 
first routines was knee bending and stretch- 
ing. So—on each step rise on your toes, 
and with straight back bend your knees 
till you’re in a squatting position. Hold 
it while you dust a stair, then straighten 
and move down to the next step. It’s a 
good idea to keep one hand on the banister 
for balance and support—then you won't 
come tumbling down and break your crown. 


Good-by, Tummy! Charladies come 
high this season—what you pay one to 
keep your floors bright and shining would 
buy you a slick spring suit—and what's 
more the muscles you use in floor waxing 
will help ensure a slender, svelte figure to 
look oh so smooth with your new costume. 
Use a kneeling pad for comfort. As you 
prowl around on your hands and knees, 
let your abdomen relax while you count 
five—then with a deep breath start the 
upward pull—tighter, tighter, until it is 
actually concave. Hold it! Relax and 
repeat every few minutes. After a coupl 
of months of this exercise, you'll do away 
with a soft, fat tummy, and your muscles 
will hold you as firmly as a good founda- 
tion garment. 


Pamper Your Arches--While you'r 
engaged in such chores as ironing anc 
silver cleaning, give your legs and arches 
a break by sitting down. Choose a chair 
without arms and one which is just t 

right height for comfortable working. B 

it won’t be all relaxation you'll practi 

posture as you wicld the iron or the polis] 

ing cloth. With spine touching the bac! 
of the chair, chest lifted and shoulders 
straight, sit on the fatty part of your 
thighs—rather than the end of your spine. 
Keep your knees tight together and you 
feet crossed at the ankles. You'll tire less 


¢ asily this w ay. 
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MRS. ROBERT MONTGOMERY... 
as famous for personal charm as her 


celebrated husband is for brilliant acting. 


(0 





says rs. 


Robert Montgomery. 


And that’s why TANGEE GAY-RED 


is starring on Hollywood’s smartest lips.” 


Yes, Tangee’s exciting new lipstick shade —Gay-Red 
CONSTANCE LUFT HUHN, Head of 


the House of Tangee and one of 


is the hit-color of Hollywood. In that exotic city 
America’s foremost authorities on 
beauty and make-up. Among Mrs. 


Huhn’s most recent triumphs are the 


(where a girl’s face is het fortune) this Tangee sensa- 
tion is being acclaimed by the loveliest ladies of the 
8 film colony. Try Tangee Gay-Red...it gives you a lift 


...makes your lips look young and gay. Remember 


exciting new lipstick shade, Tangee 
Gay-Red, and the new Tangee Petal- 


Finish Cake Make-Up, 


—Gay-Red comes in Tangee’s outstanding creation— 
the Satin-Finish Lipstick. ‘ 
AT LAST... A PERFECT CAKE MAKE-UP?! 


Some cake make-ups you've used are fine in one way... 
some in another... but the new Tangee Petal-Finish Cake 
Make-Up is ideal in every way. It’s easy to apply—stays 
on for extra hours—is designed to protect the skin—and 


does not make you look as if you were wearing a mask, 
ite € 


and see how henwéiial you can be 
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Tessie played tennis...Her 





_strokes were alarming 
Rye 








But HOLD-BOB pins kept 
her hair tidy and charming 


@ Why is a bobby pin? To hold your 
hair — smoothly, firmly, invisibly. 
And that’s the way HOLD-BoB bobby 
pins are made: for longer-lasting, 
springy power. Remember, only 
HOLD-BoBS have those small, round, 
invisible heads. Add satiny finish and 
the rounded-for-safety ends...and 
you have the advantages that make 
HOLD-BOBS America’s favorites! 
Look for, ask for, the HOLD-BoB card. 


==" HOLD-BOB 


MADE BY HUMP HAIRPIN MANUFACTURING 
COMPANY OF CANADA (1940) LTD. 
ST. HYACINTHE, P. Q. 


“The bobby pins that HOLD” 


He Loves Me... 


Continued from page 57 


with all things feminine and charming. 
When my complexion seems the result 
of glowing health rather than cosmetics; 
when my lips are bright and gay; my 
hands smooth and well cared for and my 


hair a shining halo. But—he loves the 


results, not the step-by -step process of 


beauty care. That’s my secret. 


He loves me when I retain my girlish 
figger—neither clothes-horse thinness 
nor pouter pigeon plumpness 
but with curves in all the right places so 
I can boast a split personality, look neat 
in slacks and playsuits and lovely in 
evening clothes and feminine frills. And 
the less said the 


slender, 


speaking of figures 
better, is his opinion. He likes me to keep 

: = Pn oe tf 
my weight problem a private affair! 


He loves me to look modish but never 
extreme; to slap on a whacky little hat 
which I’ve made myself, if our budget 
won't stretch to a store model, but which 
definitely looks smart. 


He loves me to be a &« yod listener and 
conversationalist; to be able to hold my 
own in any social group, to appreciate 
and evaluate other people’s opinions. He 
likes me to bedignified and self-confident; 
to reserve demonstrations of marital 
affection 
He’s proud when I’m a gracious hostess 
appear to 


for times when we're alone. 
in our own home; when | 
enjoy my own parties and act as though 
a competent staff were in the kitchen 
even though he knows, that I know, that 
he knows there’s no one there but me. 


He loves me to be fragile and lady- 
like when we step out together—never 
rushing ahead to open doors or striding 
across a street unaided. To carry any- 
thing weightier than a pocketbook would 
even though that 


tax my strength 


very afternoon I lugged home a basket of 


groceries heavy enough tostumpa mule! 
It flatters him to enjoy 
He feels secure in 


have me 
evening twosomes. 
our home life when I’m happy and con- 
tented just sitting in front of the fire, 
daydreaming and planning for the 
future. 

He loves me when I’m tidy and 
orderly about my personal belongings. 
He admires my pretty hair, but prefers 
it attached to my head rather than left 
inacomb ora brush. He is intrigued by 
my cream jars, my lotion bottles and my 
flacons of perfume, but only when they 
are attractively displayed on my dressing 
table with tops neatly capped. 


He loves me to mature gracefully: 
to replace the careless beauty of teens 
and twenties with good taste and perfect 
grooming; to spend plenty of time on 
personal care—to experiment with new 
hair-dos, new face creams, new types of 
make-up so that I’ll always look at least 
five years behind my actual birthdays, 


He loves me to lead a full life, so my 
mind sparkles with new interests; he 
wants my face wrinkle-free and with the 
added attraction of tolerance and humor 
And 


all—he loves me to continue to be the 


essentials to happiness. above 


most desirable, most beloved woman in 


his life. 


He Loves Me Not 


Continued from page 57 


at my cheeks with a sling shot; when 
eyes are too obviously “made up” and 
my lips carelessly smudged, showing a 
pink, anaemic line on the inside. He is 
disillusioned when | smear cream on my 
face; when my beauty routine ceases to 
be a mystery and becomes an unpleas- 


ingly familiar sight. 


He loves me not when I lose my 
shape, put on weight from too many 
tuck-ins at afternoon tea parties or from 
constant nibbling while I cook; when | 
decide to diet but take it out on talk 
rather than action; when I behave like a 
small boy stealing jam—only at my age 
it’s not nearly so appealing. 


He loves me not when | fall for every 
new fad regardless of whether it suits my 
type. When I’m overloaded with junk 
jewellery. When I wear funny-peculiar 
the drugstore 
It’s all 
right for other women to be startling, 


headgear which causes 


cowboys to whistle as I pass. 
but not his wife. 


He loves me not when I lack con- 
fidence in myself; when I’m overly con- 
cerned with the impression I’m makingon 
other people—and not sufficiently inter- 
ested in the ideas they may offer me; 
when nervousness at meeting new people 
causes me to become a shrinking violet 
or, worse still, desperately vivacious so I 


resemble a performing monkey. 


He loves me not if I’m bored and 
restless when we spend evenings at home. 

If I like to go places four or five 
nights a week; if I sulk when I don’t 
have my own way and talk wistfully of 
the fun I had before I married him. 


He loves me not when I leave the 
bathroom looking like the tail-end of a 
circus parade with spilled talcum powder, 
bottles all over the place, toothpaste 
squeezed and left uncapped, and towels 
stained with lipstick. 

He starts the day all wrong when he 
faces a frowzy wife across the breakfast 
table 
make-up; whose hair is untidy; who wears 
a little on the dingy 
side, rather than a proper working outfit. 


a wife who hasn’t bothered to use 


last yea r’s dress 


He loves me not when he remembers 
an anniversary or a birthday with flowers 
or a pretty ornament, and I deflate him 
by reminding him of the new rug or 
vacuum we need—and how we shouldn’t 
waste our pennies on trivia. He feels 
then that he’s lost the girl of his dreams 
and gained, in her place, a no-fun nagger. 

He loves me not to make house- 
keeping chores an excuse for letting my- 
self sink into a rut and rush to greet 
middle age before my time. He loves me 
even less if pursuit of eternal youth is th 
If I stick 
like a cracked gramophone record to 


greatest passion of my life. 


the hair-dos, clothes and ideas of my 
girlhood, or if I go in for hair-bleaching, 
little-girl bows and demure dresses. 


He loves me not if, as the years go by, 
his affection for me becomes synonymous 
with enforced loyalty to the marriage 


vows; If he sees only fleeting vestiges of 
the charm which once held him spell- 


bound, 
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roar into full power, and the plane pick 
ced when I expected the opposite 


happen. 
We did a number of stalls, Mr. 
Warren enquiring solicitously about my 
stomach every few minutes. (Wonder if 


some student 


/ 
LPC 


‘QO! | Une d: 


you. It makes you feel slightly dizzy, | 


gave him an unhappy 
experience? Must ask him some time!) 
\iter another bulletin on my stomach, 


which had never felt better, Mr. Warren 


wed me a spin, which is a stall plus. 





The nos goes down, and the plane 


swings tight circles while you hang 
r {4 } I+ 4 | 
on your safety belt, and watch the earth \ 
J 1 ? 
spinnit are and ; | t 


yund and phere beneath 


and there’s a queer fee ling in the pit ol 

your stomach, Entrancingly fine Nylons by Mercury... 
It was a consolation to learn that the . 

modern light plane will not spin without such sheer loveliness for your new wardrobe. 


wing forced into it, and is so well 


Flawless to smoothly flatter your legs . . . 


lanced that to recover you can simply 


t ke you ha } Is ¢ id to | ontrols o 
See aor dake eae of the controis, high-style French heel rounded to your foot contour. 


will right itself. This ts not the 


roper procedure, but it is a comforting Fashion's favorite shades for you. 
ri ught nevertheless. . 
l was becoming, day by day, more 
interested in flying, but I still wasn’t 
sold on the idea of becoming a pilot. 
There had been more snow, and 

planes were all on skis—a beautiful day, 
and not too cold. Mr. Warren asked me 
if | would like to go above the clouds, | 
and of course I was only too anxious. 
We climbed to about 4,000 feet, and 
headed for the 
ahead that seemed to stretch for miles 





great mass of clouds 


+ 


like a sea of white cotton. In a few 


moments we were over them. It was 


breath-takingly lovely, with the sky 
aes - - 
so clear and blue, and below us hills and 
cs ¥ a ; 
valleys of fleecy softness, the misty ten- 4 a, 
er ho ; . ° nan i ™. 
drils twisting slowly in the wind—like 4 ~ 


has | a movie set of fairyland. 
Mr. Warren pointed down, and slight- 
ly ahead of the plane. “There’s a pheno- 


menon you don’t see very often a 





pilot’s halo.’ On a fluffy cloud below \ 
us was silhouetted the shadow of our 
plane, encircled by a brilliant rainbow, 


t th i 
0 ease e pain like a phantom ship protected with an 


; ; 
enchanted ring 


Anaesthetic Nupercaine 
is Blue-Jay’s newest im- 


That settled it. I was going to be a 





pl lot so I too e ild explore more of the oe 





provement. It deadens mysteries of the everchanging sky. / 
surface soreness. At the Then Mr. Warren found an opening j 
same time Blue-Jay’s in the cloud, and we dropped through 
gentle medication softens, and down. After I had practiced stalls 
loosens the core itself— for a while, he explained that a stall is i j 
you simply lift it out. also the procedure id j 3 
7 | tried landi ys a couple j 
Why not get blessed re- ot chine tiie: heuilonl j 
lief right now—relief such port. Mr. Warren lin j 
as you’ve never known @ then let co the wi ' j 
before. Only Blue-Jayhas | “Okay,” he said. t / / 
Nupercaine. Get a pack- Ry The idea of la y , 
age of the new Blue-Jay had always madi m / 
today. i found mvself calmly / 
i and nod my | . j d 
After all, I thought, if he in ck j fi e———_——————- by 
it, he ust be right. h¢ vhat / 
He talked me down, | must admit. | UY 
“Keep her straight. Hand and foot y 
together. That’s it. Your left wing is [QU AUL 
down. Hland and foot together. Now 
ick on the wheel. Back! Back! Back! hs 
Back! Back!” Lae j — 
\\ ! \W vere down, but with 
ta jolt! He s, | thought, I’ve 
B a iii ie “Be- Made exclusively at 
as a Mercury Mills, Hamilton, Ontario 
Ct, ere in hard-packed snow 
| eal i Sif 1 re of nd ddunell: 
+ ( age 73 
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Your mirror can’t tell you 
what’s wrong! 





Y OUR BEAUTY is dazzling, Says your 
mirror. But it can't go on to tell 
you why you're a dateless dazzler. 


It can’t warn you to put your trust 
in Mum—and keep your charm from 
fading away with your bath fresh- 
ness. 


Why let loneliness hap- 
pen to you? Remember, 
your bath washes away 
past perspiration, but 
Mum guards against risk 
of future underarm odor. 


eee 


_ (4m “> 










Mum smooths on in 30 seconds. Keeps 
you safe from offending odor all day 
or evening. Now the men you meet 
agree with your mirror. For you're 
just as sweet as you look. 


Mum won't harm skin or injure 
fine fabrics. Won't dry out in jar. 
You can use Mum before 
or after you're dressed. 


For Sanitary Napkins — Mum i: 
gentle, safe, dependable eee tdeal 
fe x this use, too. 


Mum 


TAKES THE ODOR OUT 
OF PERSPIRATION 


A Product of Bristol-Myers — Made in Canada 
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I'm a Flying Housewile 
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flying so much. They can do all the 
talking, and unless a woman has a 
stronger voice than mine, she just has to 
listen. 

Mr. Warren explained banking turns, 
and what you have to guard against in 
the manoeuvre. For instance, the nose 
wants to drop, and a banking plane 
continues to bank tighter and tighter 
unless an opposing force is applied. 

I tried a left bank, then a right, 
remembering to pull back on the wheel 
to keep the nose up, and to ease off the 
bank a bit. Why—it was easy! Another 
left, that time much too steep. We were 
practically standing on one wing tip, 
while the ground slowly revolved 
beneath me. Feeling slightly dizzy, | 
gulped and jerked the wheel to the 
right. =| 
Mr. Warren, but he was unperturbed. 
Another left, another right, 


again, and my first half-hour lesson was 


glanced sheepishly across at 


igain and 


over. 
I walked into the Flight Office and 
waited for my husband, feeling very 


smug and self-satistied. But of course 
when he did finally come in, I pretended 
id boredom, which deceived him not 


at all. 


AT MY second lesson Mr. Warren 
explained the little matter of rudder 
pedals which worked in co-ordination 
with the wheel, and were very necessary 
ina turn, as well as in other manoeuvres. 
I tried it out. Bank left, bank right, 
until gradually I began to get the feel 
of it. 

The following lesson was banks again, 
but with emphasis on precision, liming 
up to a mark and turning accurately 
90 deg. and 180 deg. Then Mr. Warren 
pointed out the Bank Indicator, an 
instrument that shows whether a bank is 
correct or not, and when to use more left 
rudder, or right. More practice. 













the war they flew anythin 


Girls need to know why. 


thin 


or a fancy pastry. 
untold generations, 


recognize the mistakes on 


for its safety and bis own? 


+ 


conditioned by heredity to being 
take command. 


the floodlights of knowledge 
With knowledge comes the con! 


Women—Up in the Air 


Girls make good pilots. This is beyond argument. It is a fact. During 
ig and everything we had. Yet teaching girls 
to fly is different from teaching men. 
They have 
gs which men usually grasp instinctively. Those same men would 
probably have to be taught carefully 
This is a conditioning built up by heredity through 
Cirls need to show their ability to take command. There comes a time 
when all the basic manoeuvres are being performed satisfactorily and 
about half to two thirds of the landings are safe. 
the bad landings and correct them. At this 

point I will send a pupil solo if I am satisfied about one thing: Is be (or 
she) capable of taking command of the aircraft and assuming responsibility 
When deciding this point, I seldom worry about a man. If he can fly 

he airplane, he is usually ready to take command of it and fly it solo. 
But I sometimes worry about girls. 


| 


ooked after to letting someone else 
Howeve tT, whe na girl is taught why, and 
tunity to extricate the airplane from 
and unde 


dence necessary to take command. 


Barker Field again, but covered with 
snow. Winter had really arrived and 
made the sad mistake of standing be- 
side the plane, directly in the blast of icy 
air from the propeller, while Mr. Warren 
located the cushion which | needed 
behind me in order to reach the rudde1 
pedals. The raw air cut through my 
clothes, and | was shivering ‘before we 
even started. 

My fingers and toes tingled as we 
climbed, but I forgot my discomfort as | 
watched out the window, for the earth 
had lost its drabness, and the landmarks 
stood out much more clearly against the 
But above 1,000 feet the 


fields and houses began to blur. and at 


white snow. 


2,000 feet you could only catch occa- 
sional glimpses of the ground through 
the drifting wispy mists below. 

Climbing and descending began, and | 
learned the importance of the Air Speed 
Indicator in keeping the plane at a 
constant angle to the earth, being 
careful not to let speed build up, or drop 
off. In climbing you frequently get a 
heavy ringing feeling in your ears, but 
take a quick swallow and it is gone. We 


i 
then tried climbing and descending 


turns, again with emphasis on precision, 
making sure that the bank does not 
become too steep, lest you get into 
trouble. 

Then came a lesson in stalls and 


recovery. I had gained confidence by 
that time, and thoroughly enjoyed the 
lesson, although a stall does give you a 
queer feeling. You close the throttle, 
pull back on the wheel, and back. The 
air speed drops off. The nose goes up, 
up, hesitates, then mushes forward and 
the pl ine is out of control, falling. It’s 
almost like going over the hump and 
down on a rollercoaster. You shove the 
wheel forward and open up the throttle 
wide—then you have control again. 
Pull back on your wheel and straighten 
out to level flight. Simple! Except that 
I was still forgetting which way the 
oa ttle should go to close it and I was 


rather startled when the motor would 


to be taught carefully some of the 


how to make a light sponge Cake 


















The pupil ts able to 


They are (and I’m ready to duck 
| 


| 


ee 
when she Is given an oppor- 
every possible difliculty, it turns 


standing into the dark corners. 





F/i. Arnold Warren, AFC 














FALSE TEETH 
WEARERS 


WHAT? 


Denture Breath! 





a 


»_- Youre probably brushing 
yes your plate with makeshift 
ss Cleansers—soak it in / 
POLIDENT instead |" 


How YOU can Avoid 
Danger of DENTURE BREATH 


LAY SAFE! Soak your plate or bridge 

in Polident, recommended by more den- 
tists than any other denture cleanser. Don’t 
brush with ordinary cleansers that scratch 
your denture. Scratches are traps in which 
food and film collect, causing offensive 
DENTURE BREATH. 

Besides, plate material is 60 times softer 
than natural teeth. Brushing with ordinary 
dentifrices and soaps can wear down fitting 
ridges. Then your plate loosens! 

With Polident, there’s no brushing—so 
no danger! It’s the new, safe way to keep 
dentures sparkling clean and odor-free ... 
just by easy, daily soaking. Using Polident 
daily helps maintain your denture’s orig- 
inal natural appearance—for about l¢ a 
day. All drug counters; 40¢, 75¢. 


Play Safe—Soak Dentures 
in Polident Daily 
It’s Easy! It's Quick! 


Soak plate or bridge 
in Polident fifteen 


NO BRUSHING 


eaten es, 


minutes or longer... e 5 
rinse and it’s - 4 
ready to use. A daily ' 


Polident bath gets 
into tiny corners 
brushing never 
seems to reach 
keeps your 
dentures spar- 
kling clean and 
odor-free. 








butly 


TO KEEP PLATES AND BRIDGES 
CLEAN... AND ODOR-FREE! 








* 
Stafford-Miller (of Canada), Limite 1 
172 John St., Toronto 2, Canada 
ee eames 








against him rather heavily now and 
the n. 


Roberta Tyler, whose impersonal 
Viewpoint toward himself he had labored 
so hard to break, now plainly would not 
mind being kissed. He told himself how 
marvellous this was. He reminded him- 
self of the old sedate dreams of climbing 
solidly up the ladder of success beside 
her. Here was the partner for him, for 
years his idea of feminine perfection. 

“Roberta,” he said hoarsely. 

“Yes, Anthony?” she said, bending 
toward him. 

The quiet of the 
almost too pronounced now. It 


greenhouse was 
was 
sudden! t | y} like « 

iagaeniy immense, overnanging, like a 


circus tent about to collapse on you. 


**Robert x 
“Yes?” 


Her rich curves seemed slightly mas- 


eee 


sive compared with Peggy’s gay slender- 
ness. Her skin was white and beautiful, 
but you had no illusion at all about being 
“Yes? Yes?” 
against him. 
Peggy’s touch was always light as wings. 

“Roberta 


We'll talk about those special sands later. 


able to see through it. 


Roberta leaned firmly 


Il guess I’d better go now. 


You've given me some new ideas. About 


the cross, I mean. I guess I’d better 
PO now.” 

Walking across town in the night, 
Anthony recalled that after all his father 
and mother had stuck together for 26 
years, so after all each must have some- 
thing the other needed. He thought: Is 
it so awfully significant that people mar- 


+ 
t 
j 
I 


ried over a quarter of a century should 
have a quarrel now and then? He 
thought: Why, dad would be a lost child 
without mother to keep him in one piece, 
and mother would be a dull old woman 
without dad around to tease her. And he 
thought finaliy that perhaps he was 
growing up, a little, and that perhaps it 
was about time. 

““She’s upstairs,” said Mrs. Tierce, 
opening the door to Anthony’s ring. 
Peggy’s mother stared coolly at Peggy’s 
supposed young man. Then she relaxed 
at what she saw in his eyes. “I guess 
you can go on up, if you like.” 

Peggy heard him coming, evidently. 
She had her eyes wiped and was trying 
to arrange her features when he opened 
her door. He went to the couch and sat 
on its edge beside her. He didn’t say 
anything, probably his only sensible 
act of the evening. He just sat there with 
her in his arms, patting her shoulder, 
letting her cry some more. 

She murmured at last, “Oh, Tony, you 
final 1 you 


1 
when said 
couldn’t come tonight. You seemed to be 


ss 
sounded so 


you 

breaking a lot more than just a date.” 
He said, “‘ Hush, honey. Hush, now,” 

and kissed her broken, bewildered little 

Lace 

done anything, Tony. 

I] couldn’t 


anyt hing to make 


understand, | 


you 


“| phoned because there was some- 
thing else I had to do. Something I had 
¢ ’> 
to find out. 
“That’s all? 


' . YY . ; 
were Clearing, the dark, dark eyes that 


9 


You’re sure?” Her eyes 


r mass of hair seem redder than 


” 
as sure. 


ny.” She kissed the tip of his 
His father was always doing that 

+ ez, » 1 
s mother. Just after she’d carefully 


**T still feel that 


wadered her nose, 
- $ 
mething awful almost happened. And 
; ; airee ; 5 
hen it didn’t. I feel like celebrating... 
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NEW...a CREAM DEODORANT 


which SAFELY 


STOPS underarm PERSPIRATION 


1. Does not irritate skin. Does not rot 
dresses and men’s shirts. ME 

2. Prevents under-arm odor. Stops per- b é 

spiration safely. f 





3.A pure, white, antiseptic, stainless 


vanishing cream. 


4. No waiting to dry. Can be used right 


after shaving. 


S. Arrid has been awarded the Approval 
Seal of the American Institute of 
Laundering — harmless to fabric. Use 
Arrid regularly. 


397 also 15¢ and 59¢ sizes 


At any store which sells toilet goods 


MORE MEN AND WOMEN USE 


ARRID 


THAN ANY OTHER DEODORANT 
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” 
A chorus of praise for the Lovelace Pantie, 


Lacey-knit, runless...they wash in a wink. 


White, Tender Blue, Black and Tearose Pink! 


Se 
Se 


Ck, % 
PANTIES 


in All the World No Lovelier Pantie. *Exclusive with 


SUPERIOR SILK MILLS LTD., PRESCOTT, ONTARIO 


i 
Tailored for brevity, delicate, scantie, 





The Difficult Cross 


Continued from page 54 


laughter spiced the night. There were 
even more there at 10, How could a 
newcomer meet so many? And how 
could one small girl be such a magnet 
for jollity and numbers? It wasn’t till 
nearly 12 that they streamed out and 
Anthony could come from behind the 
tree bole across the street. Peggy was 
still in the doorway. 

“Peggy,” he said unsteadily. 

She started to turn and hurry inside, 
but then she leaned against the door as 
if her knees were weak. She couldn’t 
have hidden her feelings if she’d tried. 
She didn’t try. 

“Oh, Tony,” she said. “Oh, darling. 
I’m such a fool. Jealous, when we’ve 
only just met, and when all we’ve done 
is—” 

“This,” said Anthony, repeating last 
night’s kiss. “‘ But that’s enough. Peggy, 
could you marry a droop who 

“Yes,” said Peggy. “‘ Yes and yes and 
yes.” 

Thus it was that next day the sober 
Anthony found himself hurled into a 
different life. 

He hadn’t realized there were so 
many Kinnarsvillians in Kinnarsville. 
Figuratively he “knew everybody in 
town,” but actually he’d known only a 
few well. Now all were his pals, through 
the sprightly Peggy, and were con- 
stantly around him like a resounding sea. 
It seemed each minute away from the 
grateful quiet of the bank he was in the 
middle of amob. And the parties! There 
were parties at Peggy’s house. There 
were parties at his house. There were 
just parties. 

Anthony didn’t know how Peggy’s 
parents were bearing it, but he did know 
his mother was fretting. Her eyes kept 
asking him, “Is this what you want? Do 
you really like this—want it perman- 
ently?” 

Anthony’s father, of course, ate it up. 
He danced with the girls, shot mild 
craps with the boys. He was the one who 
thought up the silly coffeepot game: hide 
a coffeepot somewhere in the shrubbery 
or grounds of this rather ample block 
and turn the gang loose to find it in the 
dark. He was the one who found the 
rare Ink Spot records that sent the 
crowd into delirtum—and Sarah Neland 
to the movies. 

Anthony told himself firmly that it 
was wonderful and that he was a dope to 
feel dismayed. But he winced at what 
the neighbors might think about a score 
of hoodlums tearing around their pro- 
perties hunting coffeepots. (Tyler, for 
one, had expressed himself.) He longed 
for the decorum that had once blessed 
the Neland home—when his father was 
away, anyhow. He was not quite the 
same tower of strength at the bank. And 
his dahlia plant, his diflicult cross, died 
before blooming. 

His feeling for Peggy grew with the 
hours. When he regarded the volatile 
Miss Tierce across a crowded room and 
she stared back with all of herself in her 
dark eyes, he felt so much too big for 
his skin that he could hardly stand it. 
But at the same time he couldn’t help 
being rasped by the thousand irritations 
any nonpartying, nongregarious, sober 
young man would feel on a continual 
merry-go-round, Peggy and he didn’t 
like any of the same things. Not any! 
Never were there two more dissimilar 
people—unless it were his father and 


mother. Still, Anthony could think hope- 
fully, Sarah and Herbert Neland got 
along all right... 


THE SCALES stood thus uneasily 
balanced when Anthony came down 
from his room one night rather silently 
and heard his father and mother, in the 
living room, getting along somewhat less 
than all right. It was three weeks before 
the annual insurance company con- 
ference at head office. Anthony knew 
there had been friction over this, but he 
hadn’t known how much. 

“1 don’t want to go, Herbert. Con- 
ventions are messes.” 

““They’re not messes. They’re swell, 
with a lot of fine people meeting who 
otherwise have no chance to get to- 
gether.” 

“IT don’t think they’re at all swell. 
Noisy old—” 

“But all the other men’s wives will be 
going.” 

“Please, Herbert. Maybe next year.” 

“You’ve said that for six years. 
Maybe next year. Maybe next year. But 
next year never comes. And I go alone, 
with all the fun taken out of it.” There 
was a short pause and then, as if an 
oracle had chosen suddenly to resolve 
all Anthony’s growing doubts and 
questions, Herbert Neland said with 
harsh deliberation: “‘ How often have we 
lammed each other with our different 
ideas of living? I sometimes wonder~ 
why did we ever marry?” 

Outside, having tiptoed across the 
porch and down the stairs, Anthony 
leaned against a good-sized tree and 
mopped his forehead. He kept hearing 
the sentence expressing in one trim 
lump all the incompatability of Sarah 
and Herbert Neland—and 
Anthony Neland and Peggy Tierce. 
“Why did we ever marry?” The most 
mismated pair in the world—save for 
one other. Peggy and himself. 

Roberta approached him diagonally 
across the Tyler lawn. Roberta, now. 
‘There was a person to depend on. There 
was a sensible girl who realized there 
was something more important in life 
than large gatherings of people striving 
noisily to manufacture pleasure. She 
must have just happened to see him 
leave the house and come to join him. It 
was odd how often lately she had just 
happened to see him leave the house. 

She said, “ Your mother told me your 
cross died. I’m sorry.” 

“‘A little more attention might have 
saved it,” Anthony said bitterly. 

**May be not. You can’t tell.” Roberta 
looked speculatively at him, then smiled 
and laid a firm, sober hand upon his 
arm. “I’m going to try the cross too. 
Why don’t you come and advise me? If 
you haven’t anything else to do.” 

Why did we ever marry? The timbre of 
his father’s words, his exasperation, kept 
ringing in Anthony’s ears. “I haven't 
anything to do. 
call.” 


Except make a phone 


“You can use the greenhouse phone,” 
said Roberta with careful 
7) T s 

Now my idea on the cross... 


lightness. 
” 


THE GREENHOUSE was blessedl 
quiet. It was as soothingly quiet as a 
mausoleum. If it rather smelled like one 
too, right after a funeral, this was a 
thought that could be pushed aside as 
meaningless, not to be entertained in 
the presence of Roberta. A new Roberta. 
She hung on his words with bright at- 
tention. She bent with him ove: 


botanical encyclopedias. She bumped 


hence of 





| 
| 
i 





on these trips, we try to keep the status 
quo. The quicksand may have got Flora 
for a moment, but the chances are it 
won’t happen again. If our conjecture is 
correct, she can’t harm you now for you 
are strictly on your guard.’ . 

“But I'll be afraid in the night—unless 
Guy’s with me. Afraid of shadows, or 
everything dark, I suppose. Why should 
Flora hate me like this?” 

“My dear, everybody knows she’s 


been in love with Guy since under- 


ret her 


Maybe 


hope S to 


graduate days. Shi s 
M.A. degree out of this trip. 
then she will go away 


* * * 


” 


“There’s a character in here named 
Peter,” Mabel said, waving her book 
from the davenport. “Did I tell you | 
saw Peter over in the city the other 
day? He’s over on this side of the Bay 
at Cloyne Court with Sally.” 

“| hadn’t heard,” Camilla replied, 
coming out of a haze of memories. “] 
read in the Chronicle in January that 
he’d been wounded. He was in London, 
the Chronicle said. I saw Sally shortly 
before Guy took ill. 
Peter would return soon.” 


She was hoping 


now,” Mabel 
though. Still looks 


These blue-eyed towheads 


“He’s really all right 
said. “Using a cane, 
like a boy. 
never get old! Remember that nice 
English girl, Vera Somebody, who was 
over here the summer after you and Guy 
got back from the South Pacific, and 
everybody thought Peter’d 
You liked her, I remember. 
asked him about her. Thought maybe 
he’d looked her up in London and 
they’d bust into a romance. But he 
Lord Somebody. 


marry? 


Well, I 


married 


” 


said she’d 
Poor Peter... 

Camilla didn’t want to think of Peter 
now, she felt herself getting nervous, 
once Mabel got started on something, 
you couldn’t stop her. 

“He was gone three years,” Mabel 
said. “I asked him what it was here at 
home he most wanted to see. You'd 
never guess!” 

Camilla shook her head, touching her 
cold fingers together. 

“Mt. Tamalpais and the olive trees,” 
Mabel said, laughing. “People are the 
darnedest things! Remember when Tom 
and I—no, it was Ben and I—lived over 
here on that street where the olive trees 
were? The darned things dropped all 
over the sidewalk! How anybody could 
be crazy about olive trees! Every step 
you took it was sqush-sqush!”’ 

Camilla drew a deep breath, mur- 
mured, “But not on Tamalpais.” Not 
where the picnic tables and benches were. 
Dear Peter... 

She was 10... 12... 15, in those days. 
In those days her parents and theQuinan 
They went 
picnicking together often. The Dean 
children and the Quinan children. That 


was when the crooked little railroad was 


parents were close friends. 


still chugging its funny little train up 
the sides of the mountain. There wasa 
path running around the rim of Tamal- 
pais, around that mess of broken rocks 
on top, at the rim. She and Peter on the 
path, hand in hand, with Peter saying, 
“TI like you better’n I like Felicia. 
Felicia likes the bay trees better. But 
we like the olive trees, don’t we? We'll 
get married some day.” 

A sound from the davenport, ol 
Mabel patting the cushions again, ol 
stretching out to read once more. 
must get back to my murder and find the 
third body,” Mabel said. “1 suppose | 


must let you concentrate on Guy. And 
not bother you with Peter or that nice 
English girl!” 

“Yes. Mr. Carlson told me to chip the 
days of my married life into bits. Funny. 
To find an answer for Guy’s will, he 
said, And that Mrs. Deressco. I don’t 
see an answer yet.” 

“One thing I liked about that English 
girl, Vera,”” Mabel said. ‘She could see 
right through people. She loathed Flora. 
Called her a snake one day. Decently, 
behind her back, of course. The English 
are always decent about such things.” 


GUY’S HOUSE was new that summer 
Vera West and her father were on the 
campus. A New York man had built the 
house the year before, had been trans- 
ferred to some other town, and the place 
was up for sale. Guy had bought the 
Vera’s 


father, Sir John, was giving a lecture 


house, and most of the furniture. 


course at the summer session of the 
university, and Sir John, as it turned 
out, was an amateur orchidologist back 
in London. The pepper tree had a lot of 
berries that summer, and the little lemon 
tree, behind the toyons, blossomed for 
the first time. 

She and Guy were doing the hundred 
and one things that campus people did 
that summer. They made a lot of calls, 
received alot, and drank gallons of warm 
tea. As regularly as Sunday afternoon 
came she and Guy—and Flora—went to 
the concert at the campus open-air 
theatre. From whatever direction they 
approached the theatre, Flora always 
appeared and entered with them. 

But on this particular Sunday after- 
noon she went alone, for Guy was in Los 
Angeles. For the first time that summer 
Flora did not appear, but whether that 
was good or not she didn’t know. That 
was the end week of the summer session, 
and after the concert Vera West intro- 
duced her father, Sir John, a huge 
friendly man with pink cheeks and 
booming voice. Sir John said California 
was enchantment, and wouldn’t she 
walk down Telegraph Avenue with them 
and have something at the Black Sheep? 

And there was Peter, sitting at a table 
alone. 

“Thought you were going to meet us 
before the concert?” boomed Sir John 
to Peter. 

Peter stood up quickly, smiled. His 
voice, when he spoke, was friendly and 
steady. “1 trailed you all the way over. 
I tried to spot you in the crowd, but 
couldn’t. 
Camilla.” 


When they sat down, she was across 


Nice to see you again, 


the table from Peter, they had some 
Sir John thought the 
weather was rather chilly for iced tea, he 


innocuous tea. 


thought hot tea was better for every- 
body. They talked about the beautiful 
new bridge that now spanned the Bay, 
about the wild oats that covered the 
fields, and finally they got around to the 
olive trees. 

That night tears trickled out of her 
pillow. 


eyes and wet her Vaguely 


unhappy tears that she was ashamed of, 


THE NEXT day she saw Vera and Sir 


John coming up toward the terrace 


Sir John had received a cable that 
dav, they were leaving the next evening 
for New York and England, they would 
forego the Yosemite trip they 


Hay ¢ ‘VU 





Chatelaine, May, 1946 — 67 





This proved effective relief is 
wonderfully gentle, too! 
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ITS A GOOD TRICK 


...and you can do it | 





ITS BOTH EASY AND ECONOMICAL TO STYLE 
YOUR OWN HAIR AT HOME...THE GooDy way! 


9 simple Stes 


TO ASMART HOME HAIR-DO 


Dampen and comb 
hair smooth, 


Unlock curler, clamp 
ends of hair and roll 
up or under as desired, 


tightly to head. Lock 


curler. 


> Let hair dry. Unlock 
ee curler and carefully 
3 ® slide out of curl. 





Result— a flattering hair-do 
that looks professionally 
done, 
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Yes, indeed, you can do it— 
create your own smart, at- 
tractive hair-dos at home, in 
just a few minutes! 


Flattering curls that last and 
last are so easy to make 
with “Goody” Curlers. You 
just follow the three simple 
steps and a charming, profes- 
sional-looking hair style is 
yours. Such economy, such a 
saving in time for you these 
busy days! 


Next time you’re shopping— 
be sure to get a card or two 
of “Goody” Curlers and keep 
your hair immaculate always 
with these first aids to home 
bair beauty. 
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Tony! Let’s! We’ll have a party, a great 


big party, like announcing our engage- 


ment again. Oh, Tony, we'll give the 
biggest, swellest party Kinnarsville ever 
saw.” 


Tony touched with his handkerchief 


the last drops on her eyelids. He didn’t 
say anything. He was thinking of con- 
ventions. 

“That is,” said Peggy, voice small and 
troubled, “if you'd like to have a party.” 
she weighed 


Anthony picked her up 
about a hundred and two pounds, tears 


and all—and strode with her to the door. 
“We'’re—awfully different, aren’t we, 
Tony.” 


““Not too much,” said Anthony. 

“Then you would like to?” 

“Yes,” said Tony, laughing a little, to 
himself. “‘ Yes, dear.” 


Afraid in the Mieht 


er , ap 
Continued from page 35 


lutely. It’s ridiculous for them to think 
I wouldn’t know the difference between 
wind and somebody’s hands!” 

“IT think you would know,” agreed 
Irene Finney. “I have a theory that 
the worst thing for nerves is the utter 
confusion that comes from not knowing 
who rides the pale horse.” 

Camilla looked up quickly. “If you 
know who rode the pale horse tonight, 
trot him out,” she half-whispered. “I 
think I know. But I may be crazy.” 

At first Irene talked about some things 
that happened once when she and her 
husband were in India. And once, later, 
in Africa. When you were out of your 
setting, out of your environment, you 
could see life was like quicksand. It 
drew you down, sucked you in, as if ina 
sort of anger. Sometimes decent, law- 
abiding and cultured women, loosened 
from the tight frame of their natural 
environment, were sucked in, became as 
primitive as Eve, and gave way to their 
passion, whatever it was. She had seen 
that happen. 

“You think then that the rider of the 
pale horse tonight was a woman?” 

“I don’t know. I only know this. 
About the time you were being tossed 
overboard I was barging through our 
cabins on a borrowing orgy for some blue 
thread—I’d snagged that blue jacket of 
mine. Flora Anderson was not in her 
cabin. The others were.” 

“Yes ...” whispered Camilla, her 
heart beating wildly. 

“I know my husband was in the 
washroom, as he said. You know where 
Guy was. The others are checked., So, 
it must have been either a deckhand—or 
Flora. It seems terrible to think such a 
thing. But she wasn’t where she said she 
was. And she could have done it. She’s 
as strong as a man.” 

“T think it was Flora. 
she pass Suva?” 

“How did anybody pass Suva? Be- 
sides, in the heavy shadows, he might 


But how did 


have thought it was you. You both wore 
red dresses at dinner tonight.” 

Camilla gazed at Irene with widened 
eyes. “You should have told Captain 
Kermadecia that Flora wasn’t in her 
cabin. You really should . . .” 

“Yes, if he had pressed it. But he 
didn’t. I thought I would tell you 
instead. Had I told the captain, every- 
thing would be changed.” 

“Changed?” 

“Suspicion, anger, deadly fear—I’ve 
seen it, and it’s not pleasant. If possible 
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quietly, through a puff of blue smoke, 
“Why, if Guy loved you, did he marry 
me?” 

“Why did you marry him?” retorted 
Flora quickly. ‘When you loved Pete: 
Quinan? There’s your answer.” 

She turned, looked at Flora and 
caughta quick breath. There was an odd 
look in Flora’s eyes, a burning wild look 
the reflection in the windowpan had 
not revealed, and whicl instantly threw 
her back into the whirling maelstrom 
of fear that she had felt that night on the 
Nami-Ko, and although she pushed at 
the horror that tried to flood her, the 
blood in her knees turned suddenly to 
water. My hat and coat and bag are in 
the closct bv the door, I must get out of the 
house quickly, mv car is on the drive... 

She walked slowly toward the arch- 
way into the hall. Flora was watching 
her. 

Then, seeing that the coat closet was 
almost at her elbow, she quavered, “1 
‘ 


can’t talk about 


Flora. Anyway, |’mleaving for the city.” 
* * * 


these things to you, 


She drew back from these memories 
with a start, looked over at Mabel who 
was deep in her mystery, and sighed 
audibly. Nothing, she reflected—love, 
marriage, divorce i death had ever dis- 
turbed Mabel for long. 
hard?” Mabel said, 


“Well, not too hard,” she replied, and 


“Find the going 
put a scarf around her shoulders. “I 
was thinking of that time once that Guy 
had been in Los Angeles, and I came 
back over here. There was a grass fire 
back of us in the hills, | remember 

“You look white around the gills,” 


Mabel said. “I'll get something warm to 


” 


drink, darling. It'll have to be cocoa, 


ZA 
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though—canned milk is all we have. I 


don’t care what the Swami says, food 
always helps steady the nerves!” 

As Mabel went out to the kitchen, 
Camilla glanced over at the mystery 
book, the story that had a character in it 
named Peter. 

Peter . . . she suddenly ached for 
Peter. Nine years since Peter had held 
her in his arms. Nine long years, years so 
long they seemed a lifetime. And now 
hey were gone like a puff of wind, 
leaving black shadows behind as the 
wind leaves in the sky sometimes... 

Mabel came in with the hot cocoa. 
Cocoa made her fat, she couldn’t take 
much, Mabel said. “Golly, I’ve just got 
to the third body,” Mabel said after a 
moment, picking her book up. “These 
who-done-it things are wonderful!” 
Camilla nodded, sipped the sweet thin 
drink in silence. She had to think of 
Guy, she had to think bard. She pushed 
her mind back to that day she came 
back from the city. 

a a 


Guy never wanted her to drive up the 
hill street, the direct way, to their house, 
it was almost like running your car up 
the side of a wall, but she drove up it 
that day she came back from San 
Francisco. It was a challenge to your 
courage, it would give you confidence to 
make the hill that way, and she had to 
have courage, a lot of it, if she spoke to 
Guy about Flora. 

When she rounded the upper curve 
and swerved toward the house, she saw 
Guy coming down the terrace steps. 

She honked and he came over to the 
curb, kissed her. She gave him her hand 
and as she stepped down from the car, 
she saw Flora. Flora was sitting on the 
bottom steps of the terrace, behind the 
post, apparently waiting for Guy. 

“Just going up the road to take a look 
at the scenery,” Guy explained. “My 
legs need stretching. Back in 10 minutes. 
Unless you want to come along?” 

She sensed instantly that Flora was 
going with him. That pained look was in 
his eyes, his mouth sagged a little. She 
had been deterred by that look a score of 
times. Now that her decision had taken 
positive shape, it should not deter her 
again. 

“T’ll go along, Guy. Perhaps Flora 
will swing the car in? Can’t leave it 
here, of course.” 

“You can take it in, Guy,” Flora 
snapped. Her greenish eyes had a 
reddish glint in them. “Going up was my 
dea in the first place, Camilla. I want to 
see the grass fire over there near Little 
Grizzly.” 

Guy opened the car door. “We'll all 
three drive to the crest road and see It 
from there. The fire’s nothing. It won’t 
ome over. Just a patch of wild oats 
burning. They haven’t even blown the 
siren. Pile in, both of you.” 

“No, you need your walk, Guy,” 
Flora’s voice was mocking. And defi- 
nitely menacing. ‘‘As you say, the fire is 
probably nothing. So I’ll run along. See 
you tomorrow. 

Camilla didn’t turn her head, or even 


elance in Flora’s direction. She tried to 
nd found her throat wiped dry; 

she realized that Guy was more angry 
than she’d ever seen him. They started 
KII nas lence that seemed unbear- 
able. She could hear Flora turning the 
car, king up the steep driveway to 
the garage. She te Id he rs¢ If with each 
step that took her away from those 
sounds that she must carry the thing 
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had planned. Did she think her husband 
would consider it presumptuous if they 


took a look at his private collection of 


orchids? 

“On the contrary, he will be de- 
lighted,” Camilla ans-vered. “We'll have 
tea—you’ve probably discovered by this 
time, Sir John, that Californians are as 
fond of tea as the English? Then we'll 
see the orchids.” 

When Sudo, their Jap house boy, 
brought in the trays, he asked if he 
should call Miss Flora, who was working 
in the professor’s study? It hit her with 
a shock that Sudo was always saying 
things like that, saying them with a 
strange always 
pushing Flora into the spotlight. She 
shook her head, said quietly, “It isn’t 
necessary, Miss Anderson is probably 


insolence, too, and 


very busy.” She tried to speak casually. 
But she was thinking, I don’t like Sudo, 
be bisses like a snake—and looks like one. 

Pouring the tea, she hoped desperately 
that Flora wouldn’t 
The study was the rear east room, the 


hear their voices. 


door, she knew, would be closed. It was 
incredible, but Flora always closed the 
door of Guy’s study. Without explana- 
tion. Without apology. 

“You have such a marvellous view, 
Camilla,” Vera was saying. “Look, 
father—you can see straight through the 
centre of the Golden Gate!”’ 

“On bright days I suppose you can se¢ 
the hinges of the Gate, eh?” Sir John 
boomed. 

Camilla laughed politely. Seeing the 
“hinges” on the Gate was an old _ joke, 
but new to the friendly Englishman. 
“At least, on very clear days, we can see 
the Farallones, Sir John. There are some 
who won’t believe that. But it’s true.” 

The Englishman gazed at the view for 
a moment, then back to the 
orchids. “Does your husband’s col- 
lection include the China Dendrobium 
nobile?” he asked eagerly. “Or the Nepal 
chrysanthum? I’m particularly interested 
in the Dendrobium, Mrs. Bains.” 

She was dropping a sliver of lemon into 
her tea as he spoke, and when she looked 
up Flora was in the doorway. Before she 
could get her breath, Flora spoke, 
greeted Sir John and Vera smoothly. 

“Really, Mrs. Bains knows nothing 
about orchids, Sir John.” Flora’s voice 
was cool, matter-of-fact. “I help Pro- 
fessor Bains with his catalogue. He 
hasn’t either the nobile or the cbry- 
santhum in his private collection. But he 
has a fine 


came 


Himalayan gibson 


that’s bursting into bloom for the first 


orange 
time. He’s very proud of the gibson. 
You must come out to the greenhouse, 
in the rear garden, and see it.” 
You couldn’t look at your 
forever. With a great effort Camilla got 
her eyes up. Vera West and her father 


teacup 


were both looking straight down into 
their teacups. It was while she was sip- 
ping her tea and listening to Sir John 
chat about orchids that she made her 
decision. 

Running through her mind was the 
worn reflection that, having made her 
bed, she must lie on it, so faras Guy was 
concerned, So long as Guy was kind and 
devoted, and wasn’t he kind «and de- 
voted? She and Guy had to go on lis ing, 
trying to be happy. That was the thing 
that mattered, and even if she had 
married him on impulse, as her sister 
Felicia threw at her constantly, there 
ought to be some way to build a camara- 
derie and make a reasonably happy life 

She recalled her mother saying that 








dav before the plane left for Medford, 
the day she was married, “Remember, 
mv dear. When the women of our 
family marry, they stay married. That's 
our family tradition.” 

She put down her cup now and looked 
over at Flora. She felt as if she had 
come up out of a deep well. She had 
made her decision, which had to do with 


Flora. For a moment she felt almost 


happy. 
AS SIR JOHN and Vera went down the 
terrace steps, Flora entered the room. 
Camilla didn’t intend to say anything 
to Flora now, Guy must be the one first 
to put Flora in her proper place. She 
didn’t turn, but Flora’s reflection was in 
the windowpane, she could see Flora, 
standing stock still, gazing hard in her 
direction. 

Suddenly Flora made an impatient 
sound in her throat, began talking. 

“Camilla, why don’t you leave Guy? 
Why don’t you divorce him. Obviously, 
you're the one to do it.” 

“What do yvoumean—” began Camilla, 
She continued to stare at 
‘Aren't 
Flora?” 
“Listen, let’s be 
realistic for a moment You don’t lov 
Guy, and you know it. He doesn’t love 
you. Why keep up this farce? You are 
about as important to Guy’s life as a 


astounded. 
the reflection in the window. 
little 


I 
shrugged. 


you being a insolent, 


Flora 


paper doll would be 
his academic life. I have specialized in 
the same things he has specialized in, | 
could help him always. Besides we love 
each other.” 

There were cigarettes and matches on 
the broad window-shelf in front of 
Camilla. She lighted a cigarette, asked 
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the unfortunate thing,” Dean Ellington tige. You’llsee. Howabout it, Camilla?’ 
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Guy? My family—and yours? We lo her astonishment he clapped his 
can’t stay. I don’t want to stay!” hands, he’d been thinking the very Mary expected sympathy from tome, dear... now-and-then care 

“We will stay,” he snapped angrily, same thing, he told her, he had received her mother when she left Joe isn’t enough. A wife shouldn’t 
ind held her hand so hard it hurt. He a letter that day from Ellington. “‘The after that last big quarrel. But risk her marriage happiness by 
was looking at her and for an instant staff Is short, and ( hristophe r is sick.” what she got was better —good, being careless even once!” She 
his eyes seemed to have that odd wild Guy’s voice sounded gay and happy. sensible advice! ‘Of course you advised Mary to use “Lysol 
look she’d seen so often in Flora’s eyes. “Our country is at war, as you say, know about feminine hygiene,’ brand disinfectant for douching 
“A wife’s place is with her husband, isn’t darling, and we must return. At once!” her mother told her. “But listen every time. 
it?” And then he pleaded, ‘Forgive She couldn’t trust her voice to speak, 
me, darling. I thought you’d love it but she thought, Our country was at war 
he re. Let’s stay another ye iz. let’s try last year, and the year before, wasn’t ut? 
it out? Morton will look after the house - . : 
for us. Your family won’t mind. Nor “Darn it,” Mabel said in a_ prickly 


- + vrwrac | . 
mine. A vear at a foreign university voice, her story apparentiy forgotten, 


we knew where Sudo dis- 
a 


alwavs Increases a university man S pres- 


Ey 
‘Dont Whisper and Guess Suddenly she was seeing the crowded 


inquest room again, the coroner, the 





“He was at the inquest, I remember,” 







Camilla began, and stopped. 





jury, the witnesses—and Peter, over 
in one corner, sitting beside a dark, 
Spanish-type woman. Flora’s mother, 
somebody said. Her attorney, somebody 
said, 

A hard lump of ice began to build 
up inside of her, it spread through her 
veins into her legs and into her arms 
and thr rat, and when she got up to go 


to the phone, her knees and ankles were 





lot trembling so much as they were 


~ 42 9€t the pq ing so much a 2 ; ae 
¢ (ACTS brittle and collapsing. When she sink | ACT Il: Love is a Wonderful Thing! 


| 1 
down against the small tele nian chair, 


her whole body seemed breakable, shat- 
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second time—when Flora was small, 
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eB “Oh, Peter,” she moaned chokingly, 
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Carefully she lifted her head up from For Feminine Hygiene use 


t had rested limply, 
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Don’t tolerate a headache—stop the pain with Aspirin. You 
can see how fast it starts to go to work by dropping one in a 
glass of water. Within two seconds, it will start to disintegrate. 
And it’s this remarkably swift action that brings you such 
quick relief. Get Aspirin today. The “‘Bayer’’ cross on each 


tablet is your guarantee that it’s Aspirin. 
B 
A 
—— SAYER 
RY Ni 
Genuine Aspirin is 


NOW — New Low Prices! aeiiell ts way 


Pocket box of 12 tablets..........only 18¢ 
Economy bottle of 24 tablets.......only 29¢ 
Family size of 100 tablets .........only 79 


GAIN NEW BEAUTY 


this sensible way! 














Nurses discovered this secret of 
clear, lovelier complexions 


@ Nature intended your skin to jar of medicated Noxzema and use 
be beautiful. Wouldn’t it be far it for just 10 days. Then see for 
lovelier except for tiny little skin yourself the big improvement it 
faults—Enlarged Pores? .. Rough, makes... how eal softer your 
Dry Skin? . . Blemishes? skin is, how much clearer and 
Years ago, nurses discovered _ lovelier it looks. 

how remarkably effective Nox- Don’t wait! Give your skin this 
zema Medicated Skin Cream is for professional care and start on the 
the complexion. If you would like road to new beauty today! Get 
to get rid of beauty-marring skin Noxzema at any drug or dept. 
faults, take nurses’ advice. Get a store. 17c, 39¢. 59c. 
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through: she must not weaken. At last, 
as they came up to the crest, Guy spoke. 

“I don’t see that it was necessary to 
be rude to Flora,” he burst out heavily. 
“T wish you hadn’t done that.” 

Below them, in a shallow ravine, a 
dozen men were working on the burning 
oats, had already brought the fire under 
control. She sat down on a rock by the 
roadside, motioned to Guy to sit beside 
her. 

“Guy, let’s sit here a moment. We 
must talk about Flora. I have to tell 
you. I must tell you. I can no longe1 
take Flora.” 

How long did they sit on the rock? 
How long until she exclaimed, “ What's 
the matter, Guy? Don’t look like that, 
please...’ And his answer, “Don’t be 
silly! Flora’s a darned nuisance. I know 
it. I’ve not wanted to hurt her. I don’t 
want to jeopardize her work. We must 
let her get her degree she’s worked so 
hard for. Be patient a little while longer. 
She’ll be through by Christmas. That'll 
be the end of her with us...” 

* * * 

She brought her mind back from that 
day on the hill to Mabel, lying over there 
on the davenport. Mabel was lost again 
in the maze and mystery of her murder 
story. She hadn’t found the answer, but 
no use to bother Mabel. Maybe Mr. 
Carlson was mistaken, maybe there 
wasn’t an answer. So far, at least, she 
hadn’t been able to get away from Flora. 
She had promised Guy that day on the 
hill, when he looked so unhappy, that 
she would wait until Flora finished her 
work. “I can bear it a while longer, 
Guy.” She tried to keep busy, to ignore 
Flora. She could paint a little, and did 
some small canvases, mostly still life. 
Flora finished her work that winter, then 
calmly dropped her bomb. 

As soon as she decided on her subject, 
she announced, she would begin work 
on her doctor’s dissertation. 

She hoped to find a new subject that 
her committee would approve which 
would not require research work away 
from the campus. 

It was Guy who brought Camilla the 
unwelcome news, on a Tuesday evening. 

The next day Guy was going out in the 
state to give three lectures for the ex- 
tension division of the university. “I'll 
go to Sacramento by train and wait 
there for you at Felicia’s,’”” Camilla told 
him. “Haven’t been for some time, and 
she keeps writing me.” 

It was while they were gone, on 
Saturday, the terrible thing happened. 

Flora shot herself. She used a small 
revolver she had purchased for use in the 
South Pacific. She shot herself in Guy’s 
study, in the early morning apparently, 
with the door neatly closed... 

o* * . 

Mabel said, pointing with her book, 
“There’s a girl in here who is murdered 
in somebody’s living room, and you're 
supposed to think ...Wait a moment...” 
Mabel’s voice faltered, died away. 

Somehow, there was something new in 
Mabel’s voice. Camilla gazed at her for 
a moment, 

“What is it, Mabel?” 

“I was thinking, suddenly, about 
Flora Anderson, killing herself here in this 
house, when you and Guy were away,” 
Mabel said in a voice that sounded lik« 
a creaky hinge. “She was a pest, all right. 
But maybe she didn’t commit suicide, 
darling? Maybe it was like in this 
book? Maybe Sudo killed her?” 

Camilla jerked up in her chair. 

“Oh, no! Sudo had nothing to do with 





it. Sudo had an alibi. Remember? He 
was away from the house too. With 
friends down near the Bay. He often 
visited them. He had no relatives in 
this country, you know. Air-tight alibi, 
they said,” 

~ iA Jap alibi!” Mabel said, a le could 
have slipped up here, killed her, closed 
the door, and slipped back again. H. 
knew pretty well when she’d be here. 
According to these mystery writers, 1t 
would have been dead easy!” 

“No, it was Flora’s gun.” She spoke 
sharply. “It had no fingerprints on it 
other than Flora’s. That was gone into 
at the inquest.” 

“Where is Sudo?” Mabel said slowly. 

“We had to let him go, he grew more 
and more insolent. We let him goa short 
time before we went to Argentina that 
time for Guy’s sabbatical year. We 
canned him, as Guy put it.” 

“What became of him?” Mabel said. 

She thought a moment. “I don’t 
know,” she answered. Once, after they 
returned from Argentina, a strange Jap 
came to their door, asked for Sudo. 
“We haven’t seen him in many months,” 
she told him slowly, for this Jap could 
hardly speak English. “Professor Bains 
and | have just returned from a long 
vacation in South America. Sudo left 
us before we went away.” 

Her thoughts drifted from the strange 
Jap and South America back to Guy. 
Guy had looked, she remembered, as 
if he’d been through a long illness, his 
face became thin and his eyes heavy 
with circles. Although everybody, all 
their campus friends, had been so kind, 
the publicity, the near - scandal, had 
wounded Guy to the core. “Take your 
sabbatical, go away for awhile, forget 
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| Fellows’ Syrup of Hypophosphites 
| is known the world over for the 
help it gives in improving child- 
ren’s appetites, aiding digestion, 
and assisting in the building of 


bone and nerve tissue — helping 


to restore vigorous health. 


This 75 year old tonic is good 
for every member of the family — 
helps them get full benefit from 
their tood. 


Insist on Fellows’ Syrup.: Larges 
family size bottle $1.39: 
Regular size 89c. 
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{Pm a Flying Housewife 
Continued from page 63 


BARKER FIELD again, and on one 
of the coldest days of the year. I had 
booked for an hour lesson, and I waited 
in the Flight Office until Mr. Warren 
was ready, 


watching the more advanced 
students landing and scurrying inside, 
faces scarlet, stamping their feet and 
flailing their arms to get warm, and after 
only 15 minutes. 

Cold! B-r-r-r! I still shiver when I 
think of it, and in an unheated plane. 
It certainly fun, but a test of 
lhe field was a sheet of glare 


wasn’t 
endurance. 
ice, and although I should have started 
to learn taxting, Mr. Warren thought it 
best for me to wait until conditions were 
better. The lesson was landings, circuits, 
and take-offs, generally known as “‘cir- 
cuits and bumps.” 

There’s no relaxing during circuits, 
I found, as you are kept hopping, doing 
first one thing, then another, but my 
activity didn’t keep me warm. I would 
take off, make the circuit, and land, 
shivering all the time. 


| 


My fingers were 
|like lumps of ice, and I wasn’t certain 
whether I had feet or not. I was so cold 
| 1 hardly knew nor cared what I did. 
The wind was from the north, which 
| meant coming In over a school to land, 
| but even this three-story obstacle didn’t 
alarm me. I didn’t particularly care if 
I hit it. At the end of half an hour Mr. 
Warren took pity on me and called it 
quits. I jumped out of the plane and 
almost did a ground loop on the ice. 
Maybe flying is safer at that, I thought 
as I staggered into the Flight Office, 
numb and miserable. 

| At last | was warm enough to tackle 
ithe long trek home, but by the time I 
arrived, | was once more congealed. | 
burst into the house, glared at my hus- 
|band, and snapped, “I’ve had enough 
flying! You won’t get me up in the air 
lagain!”” But 
| thetically and produced a cup of steam- 


he only smiled sympa- 
ing tea, 

The weather turned warmer, and of 
course the next good flying day found 
me again at the field, anxious to get on 
with my lessons. 

Fresh snow made taxiing easy. That 
lis, easy if you know how. Steering on 
the ground is done by the rudder pedals, 
land my tracks wove here and there, 
to side. I 


zigzagging from. side dis- 


covered later that this really was the 





proper taxiing procedure, as the engine 
| blocks your view when you are on the 
lground, but the point is that I was 
itrying to keep a straight line. 

| We stopped while Mr. Warren went 
over the points to check for a take-off, 
then he turned the plane into what little 
wind there was, and said, ““Okay. Keep 
on a mark straight ahead, 


;your eyes 


land take off. Don’t let the plane swing.” 


started down the 


th 


. ! 
wide, and the 


field. Where 


] 
piane 


| nodded, pushed open the throttle 
| 
vas my m irk? \W ay over 


Ito the right! But that had never hap- 
| pened before, and [ realized that this 
time I was really on my own without 
any help from Mr. Warren. I pushed 
hard n the left rudder to swing her 
yack t and overdid it. I had 
t completely. The plane 

ed n tl eld while I fought 
straighten it, but the wild swings 

v or vorse. We were heading al- 
most straight across the runway instead 
down it. The plane clawed wildly, 

ff the ground, and practically 
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Heres Your Har... 
Whats Your’ 
Hatry 7 


, vale)" S HIS OENTIST/ 
AN’ YOU KNOW sale . 


SOMETHING, DONNIE? THE 

RADIO SAID PEOPLE WITH 

BAD BREATH HAD OUGHTA 
SEE THEIR DENTIST! 
SO WHY DONT yOu? 


wow! 
THATS LETTING 
ME HAVE IT, 
KiD! 


TO COMBAT BAD BREATH, I RECOMMEND 
COLGATE DENTAL CREAM! FOR SCIENTIFIC 
TESTS PROVE THAT IN 7 OUT OF 10 CASES, 

COLGATES INSTANTLY STOPS BAD BREATH 

THAT ORIGINATES IN THE MOUTH! 


“SATER.THANKS TO COLGATE OENTAL CREAM 


COLGATES ACTIVE PENETRATING FOAM 
GETS INTO HIDDEN CREVICES BETWEEN 
TEETH- HELPS CLEAN OUT DECAYING 
FOOD PARTICLES—STOP STAGNANT 
SALIVA ODORS~ REMOVE THE CAUSE 

OF MUCH BAD BREATH 


‘BYE NOW, JOANIE! 
DON AND I ARE 
OFF FOR SOME 

RHYTHM ROCKING! 


SO GIVE WITH 
THE HAT, HONEYCHILE! 
THIS TIME — I AM 
IN A HURRY! 





COLGATES SURE DOES 
A JOB OF CLEANING 
AND POLISHING 
TEETH, TOO! 


IT CLEANS YOUR 
BREATH WHILE 
IT CLEANS 
YOUR TEETH 


Have you tried the New Colgate NYLON Toothbrush? Colgate—with 140 years’ experi- 
ence in mouth care—gives you these scientific advantages: Genuine Nylon Bristles that can’t get 
soggy ... bristles placed just right for proper between-teeth cleansing ... 4 special design that 
makes it easy to clean upper anc bond, ee <teeth. And no more toothbrush confusion—there’s 
a different-color handle for each member of your family. Every COLGATE TOOTHBRUSH 
is fully guaranteed! Regular size 29c; child’s size 19c. 
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Remember this, the next time you 
buy a tooth brush: Nears of laboratory 
research have produced amazing new 
synthetic bristles. 

*Prolon” is our trade name for the very 
finest grade of this synthetic bristle. 


PROLON—No Finer Bristle Made 


Among these new synthetic bristles 
being ‘marketed under various trade 
names, none is finer. ..none is more 
durable . . . none ts more costly to produc e 
than Prolon, the synthetic bristle in the 
Pro-phy-lac-tic Prolon Tooth Brush. 


Only PROLON has “Round Ends” 


Prolon, in fact, has a very important 
plus which no other synthetic bristle 
has. It is the only bristle that is rounded 
at the ones, 


Yes, it’s a fact! Under a special pat- 
wteone exclusive with Pro-phy-lac- 
tic, we smooth and round the end of each 
and every bristle in the Pro- phy -lac-tic 
Prolon Tooth Brush. See for yourself 


MAYBE SOMEDAY 
MY BRISTLES WILL BE 






De Mm Et 
made fine tooth brushes 
ASH FT 


ea mila), 


ORDINARY BRISTLE PROLON “ROUND-END™ 


tai 


= 
% ? 


Actual Photomicrograph 


how much gentler these round ends 
are on tender gums! 


And with PROLON these other “extras” 


In addition to round-end bristles, the 
Pro-phy-lac-tic Prolon Tooth Brush 
gives you these three important “‘ex- 
tras’: 1. The famous Pro-phy-lac-tic 
end tuft, for ease in reaching hard-to- 
get-at back teeth. 2. Scientific grouping 
of bristles to permit thorough cleans- 
ing of brush after using. 3. Guaranteed 
for 12 full months of use. 

Next time, 
money ! 
Pro-puy-Lac-Tic Brusu Co. 

Lid., Toronto, Ontario 


get the most for your 


Canada) 





P.S. We also make 
thia 25% bnush 
the beat buy in the 
Lowen-pnice field. 







Pro-phy-fac-tie + NYLON 


Lowest priced Nationally Advertised 
Tooth Brush in the Country 
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ing for me. Peter, forgive me for calling 

I’m in great trouble... 

“1 have your things, mine are already 
on,” Mabel said from the shadows near 
the door. “The back of the house !s 
locked and lights are out, except these. 
Want a drink first? You’re trembling 
frightfully.” 

“On the sideboard,” she whispered. 


” 


” 


“Liqueur brandy .. . 


“Tl’M TO OPEN the letter In the 
yourself and another wit- 
‘arlson remarked. “ Your 


presence of y 
ness,” Mr. ¢ 

cousin, Mrs. 
rather have Peter Quinan?” Peter and 
Sally were in the outer office, but Cam- 
illa shook her head. Mabel would do. 
Mr. Carlson broke the seals, tore the 


Fallows? Unless you'd 


big enve lope open sk wly. = | he lette r 
inside is to me after all.’ He wrinkled 
“T’d rather 
If you'll 


his brow in a puzzled frown. 
supposed a‘ would be to you. 
excuse me?” 

She sat bolt upright in her chair, her 
dark eyes staring straight into the oppo- 
site wall. There was a silence, broken 
only by the rattle of turning pages 
walked 


room fora moment. He 


Mr. Carlson got up presently, 
about the big 
stopped at his desk, opened a drawer, 
brought her a glass with a spoonful of 
golden liquid in the bottom. 

“Drink it, my dear. It will help you. 
I believe you’ve partly guessed, at least, 
the contents of the letter. 
it’s my duty to tell you that the letter 
Your husband says 


In any case, 


is a confession. 
he killed Flora 
she had goaded him for six years. He 
says that one night in the South Seas 
he threw you into the water thinking 


Anderson. He claims 


it was Flora 
dress, which he mistook in the darkness. 
Flora saw him do this. The price of 


you wore the same colored 


her silence was that he divorce you 
and marry her. Finally, she was going 
to expose him.” 

“But he had an alibi,” Mabel said 
in a high squeaky voice. “He lectured 
somewhere!” 

“He gave his lecture at Napa on 
Friday, he says, and drove back in the 


night, got over to Stoc kton the next 





Two-Tone Gloves 
in Mesh Croche 


LIGHT-HANDED, they will say, when 


you come acalling in a pair of these 


colorful crocheted gloves you made 


yourself, It’s an unusual new ore 
I 
| 


mesh croc het with Ope n-work ind | 

a smart airy effect, and in the es 

le ngth worn with everything this se i- 

son. You could do them in different 

combinations of dark on pastels to 

match your summer outfits. An exclu. 

a ( } + | I ] 7. 

SIV¢ ateliaine crochet desigr No. S/Y 
gn, No, $79, 

10 cents 


Order from Chatelaine Hand 
Poronto 


evening in time for his lecture at eight. 
Apparently he was not checked care- 
fully, there was no suspicion of foul 
play, you know. There is something 
else ° 
“Sudo?” Mabel said, her voice still 
high and squeaky. 

“Ves, Sudo knew, or suspected, and 
was blackmailing him heavily. And 


9? 
so. 


Camilla thought, J knew that too, back 
there on the bill, when the ice began to 
creep through my body. How perfectly 
all the parts fitted together! 

‘As to the motive of bequeathing 
Mrs. Deressco half of the estate,” Mr. 


Carlson said, “it was a gesture of atone- 
ment. Mrs. Deressco had spent her 
all on I lora’s education, with the expec- 


tation, naturally, that Flora would pro- 
vide for her in her old age.” 

In the dead and heavy silence that 
followed Camilla sat with her eyes 
closed, with some words twirling through 
her mind like a reel unwinding. I com- 
nitted a sin. I married Guy when I 
loved Peter ...and many have suf- 
fered eee WW hat 
did not know. But there was no doubt 
in her mind about what she would do. 
“T will not take any of the estate, Mr. 
she spoke low, but the warmth 
of life was coming back into her veins 
again. “When you get back we will 
arrange it. As to myself, I'll get a job. 
I think it will do me good to work.” 
She had other thoughts, which she did 
not speak, for thoughts and hopes are 
forever tumbling into young hearts, 


would be done now she 


Carlson,”’ 


thoughts that steady like a good, strong 
hand. 

It was in September that she looked 
out of her Market Street office window 
one day to the Berkeley hills across 
the Bay, which were harvest-gold now 
from the And now she 
thought of the olive trees, high on 
Tamalpais. There must still be that 
path running around the rim of the 
mountain that she and Peter knew. She 
and Peter on the path, hand in hand, 
with Peter saying, ‘‘We like the olive 
trees .. . We'll be married some day, 


ripe wild oats. 


my darling...” & 








a = ' 
ilts, 481 University Avenue, 














Mo! 
fav‘ 
che 


an 








Knit 
Mer 





The Princess Steps Down 


Continued jrom page I> 


““Tt’s the head of that charity | spoke 


to vou about, Susan.” lI 
laughed with heavy hum 


with Income tax the way It is, we must 


get rid of some money. I’m sure t} is 

ll appeal to you—because of Mr. 
Westbond, you know—but I’ll let Mr. 
Haggerstone tell you about t. [he v've 
been getting quite 1 iot of tay ible 


publicity recently. 
kone 
Superior s 


broug i 


In response to his gesture 


a small table 


the fittle ' 
ie little man t 
forward. Susan seated herself on a sofa 


antly, Just a few 


+ 


behind it, reluct 


yapers to sign,” said Ge re, 

Larry had wandered to the end of the 
room, Dut he turned to watch as he 
heard this. 


“Cant we 


lidn't pick up the pen. “I mean—”’ Her 
eves went te Larrv. 
“My dear Susan,” « 11d (ec ree. ia 


I ‘ ] 
you dont sign these today, Mos 
have heart faliure, 


Mossop smiled a tight deprecating 


] + ] ' ; 
smile. “It would mean we'd lose one 
half of one per cent tnterest for a day 
Miss Hast ngs.” His \ ce revealed 
his respect for interest. “That would 
never do.” He 


shook his head tn an 


attemp a Jiayiule- 


get the point it 
ett I 
would never do.” All winter long 
: stand, 
George Fair- ss 


weather answered, 


as Susan reluctantly 


took up the 


pe n. 
=" I cre are re sponsi- 
wealth, 
Lieutenant Mur- 
dock. You'll find 
that out.”” His smile 
was pater nal, 
“Susan has.” 

“Yeh, | heard Of form 
about it.” Larry sweet, 


bilities of 


The plum trees 
gowns, 


watched her sign 
the te 
asked, “Who are all 


the old buzzards in 


” 


+} r) 


ip paper, Hie 


| ) 
these pictures 


Lhe lawver’s voice was disappr ving. 
These are Vir. Westb nd’s ancestors, 
As fine a group of p eers as you’ find. 
Men of substance every one.” He began 
to name them, giving brief historical 
sketches In eacl case. 

“Thev don’t look is f they had n ich 
fun,” interrupted Larry. 

Ceorge ippare! tly was t cked by 
this remark, and he returned to Susan, 
leaving Larry to complete tne tour 
alone, W he n he | id com leted the 
circuit, once more stood by the sota, he 
asked, ** How do I get somet! ng to eat?” 

Susan gave a start. “Haven't y ti had 


any breakfast?” 


“ 





I’m still | 
* Moss 9) Ww {| press the bell for 
Gustave ae offered Ge 


“Take it easy, Mossop,” said Larry. 


“ a j ’° | 
[ just saw him pa e rie 
1 ' j 
pitched his voice t 
' : ' ; 
Deen clearly au ( 
. ‘ 19 
the orpedo boat. Hley, ¢ 


i 
‘Lieutenant 


something to ea 


t at playful * top. 
Ncrdo” THE KISS OF SPRING 


Larry spoke. “We By PAULINE GERBER 


Rattling and muttering in the wind — 
Three witches gnarled and spare 
Their claw-like fingers reaching out 


To catch the unaware. 


When sun grows warm, and robins 
Gaily serenade the rain, 


Charmed and charming, justly vain 


complete and 


Are fresh young girls again. 


lawyer's pained face to 


“You know 


Ww hat 
se 


**Okay. | want a lot ol them, see! 
| very kind you can lay your hands on. 
And pickle, relish, mustard, mavon- 
Larry was checking items on his 
And it better 


His finger stabbed emphasis 


lingers—‘and rve bread. 


| 1, 19 
De iresh! 


“And wheel it in in a 


ior treshness, 
” 
hurry, will you. 
Gustave was true to years of training. 
Even his eyes didn’t change as he said, 


We shall 


“It may take a moment, sir. 


” 


have to send out. 
“Send out, dig it up, kill the animals 


I don’t care.” Larry tucked a cigar- 


ette into the corner of his mouth. 


Susan said, “Really, Larry!’ then 


hastily returned to her papers when shi 


She completed her work 


as the butler returned with one of the 


caught his eve. 


men in mulberry who wheeled a serving- 
wagon to a stop in front of Larry. He 


began to arrange plates and implements. 


“*Leave it, son,” said Larry. “I dish 
it myself.” He pulled the wagon close 
and began to build a sandwich. He put 


l of meat ona 


several pieces of each kin 


| 


Ss | i 


of rye bread, added a small moun- 
tain ol pickle in the centre and circled 
this with a deep layer of nrustard. He 
pre ssed another slice 
of bread firmly on 
Then he spoke 
around It. 

‘You blokes never 
seen anyone eat a 
sandwich before? 

“That will be all, 
said 


three plum trees Gustave,’’ 


Susan quickly. 


With ink-dark branches bare, 


GEORGE _FAIR- 
WEATHER cleared 
his throat 
averted his 
“Shall we have Mr. 
Haggerstone in now, 


a nd 


eyes. 


Susan?” 


in their blossom 


Larry was making 
another sandwich of 
fragrance a smaller size. 
“Sure, drag them 
in,” he said. “* After 
all, we mustn’t for- 


get our responsibili- 


g 
* ties!” He took the 


sandwich to Susan. 
“Just the way you used to like it 

even Jerry couldn’t do any better.’ He 
stood waiting when Susan dubiously 
took the food, her eyes resolutely with- 
held from her lawyer’s direction. He 
watched her take a defiant bite. 
** Just like Jerry’s best,” she said. 
He smiled, a picture of Jerry’s beanery 


in his mind. Then he returned to the 


sofa and began to explore a pot of caviar 
which Gustave had added on his own 
initiative. 

forward to greet Mr. 


CG,eorge went 


Haggerstone with a welcoming hand, 
hen he introduced him as the head of 
the Four Hundred Charity. 


shook hands, looking as if she always 


Susan 


; ; te 

greeted people with a sandwich In one 
: i ; t 

hand; | iry nodded acceptance ol the 


n. MM SSOP Was not iIntro- 


Mr. Haggerst ne’s hands smoothed 


t tiful morning coat 

he said, ‘* Miss Hast ngs, this charity 
ch | am sure you will wish to 

It > I in that the first 

f the cit ndow a museum 


the Deneltit 


ee re rs ss ts ee ee ee ee ee 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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** SIMPLICITY " 
PATTERN 
No. 1563 


“Butcher Linen” Fabrics sold at these 
and other leading stores across Canada. 


Hudson’s Bay Company, Calgary 
C. Woodward Limited, Edmonton 
Chapples Ltd., Fort William 
The G. W. Robinson Co. Ltd., Hamilton 
Thos. C. Watkins Ltd., Hamilton 
R. J. Young & Co. Ltd., London 
Jas. A. Ogilvy’s Ltd., Montreal 
Charles Ogilvy Limited, Ottawa 
West of England Dress Goods Co. Ltd., Regina 
Manchester Robertson Allison 

Limited, Saint John 
The T. Eaton Co. Limited, Toronto 
David Spencer Limited, Vancouver 
C. H. Smith Company Limited, Windsor 


COURTAULDS (CANADA) LIMITED e 


Crease-Resistant Hand-Washable 


ao — 





in 
“Butcher Linen’’ 


a tested spun 
rayon fabric! 





The Vell 


“Simplicity” No. 1563 

specially selected because its crisp 
good-looking styling is so 

right for casual summer wear — 


so right for the fabric! 


> 

The. Fibig 
Wesley Mason's “Butcher Linen”, 
hand-washable spun rayon 
with a crease-resisting 
finish, distributed by C. Northcott 
Silk Company. 


ec Peale 


“Butcher Linen”’ carries 
Courtaulds ‘“‘hand-washable”’ 
identification, a dependable pre- 
diction of fabric performance. 
It's tested for hand-washing, 


colour fastness, and normal wear. 


The Colour 


— fifteen beautiful shades! 

White, Squadron, Timber brown 
Rosebud pink, Paradise blue, 
Butterscotch, Daffodil, Ice aqua, 
Mint, Hemp cord, Coral Blossom 
Hope blue, Silver sea, Triumph 
Gold, Black. 


\ About 54” wide. Around $2.25 a yard 





Producers of Rayon 
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WORN OUT 
and Worried 


Dragging around each day, unable to 

housework—cranky with the child- 
ren— feeling miserable. Blaming it 
on “nerves” when the kidneys may 
be out of order. When kidneys fail the 
system clogs with impurities. Head- 
aches — backache, frequently follow. 
Dodd’s Kidney Pills help clear the sys- 
tem, giving nature a chance to restore 
health and energy. Easy to take. j29 


Dodds Kidney Pills 




















...8ays 
PAULINE FOSTER 
Leading Montreal model 


“Personal daintiness is 
essential to every woman; and 
in my work, protection from 
perspiration for the lovely clothes 
I model is equally important.” 

“Odo-Ro-No Cream gives me 
the effective, lasting protection I 
must have, to be sure of myself,” 
she states. 

Applied in a jiffy, Odo-Ro-No 
Cream deodorizes and checks per- 
spiration... keeps you ‘sure of 
yourself’ throughout the busy day 
or active evening. 


Costume by courtesy of 
Fashion Bureau, 
The T. Eaton Co. Ltd., Montreal. 


STOP PERSPIRATION WORRIES THIS 
SAFE, EFFECTIVE WAY 


ODO-RO-DO 


Cream Deodorant 


DOES NOT DRY OUT IN THE JAR 


19° - 39° - 65° 


Also Odo-Ro-No Liquid—15¢, 39c, 65¢ 


for personal daintiness 


Exquisite refreshing fragrance 
is yours with this truly delight- 
ful toilet water. Stimulating in 
the bath, or for a rub-down. 
So helpful when you want to 
freshen up. And such a grand 
deodorant! 


At better drug and department stores. 





RD>-SES SES SENS 


flapped into the air, first one wit g down 
then the other, while I ated with 
the controls. And all the time Mr. 
Warren just sat there, and let me correct 
my own mistakes. I guess instructors 
have no nerves at all. Mine certainly 
weren't in a very good condition. 

When I finally got it climbing pro- 
perly, I sat back and breathed a sigh 
of relief. We were up and still flying, 
though why I'll never know. 

Around the circuit and down. The 
landing strip looked so tiny from the 
air that I wondered if I could ever hit 
it. Then suddenly it was growing larger 
and larger, and the ground seemed 
be rushing up to meet us. Hastily | 
tried to level out, but pulled back t 
hard on the wheel. We were going up 
again. I gave the wheel a hasty push 
forward, and Mr. Warren 
controls. ‘‘Never push owe” he 
said. “Just hold her steady until sh¢ 
settles.” He let go the wheel, and | 


or ibbed the 


waited until he started saying, “Back! 
Back! Back! Back!” But I overdid it 
again, and we were going up. A third 


attempt, and at last the skis touched 
down. 
Next take-off was slightly better, 


but definitely not good. Around and 


down, around and down, with Mr. War- | 


ren, “Straighten her out. More left 
rudder! Watch your air speed! Back! 
Back! Back! Back! Back!” 


I wonder if he ever gets a sore throat? 


I STARTED to ground school about 
then, after some persuasion on the part 
of my husband, but I was glad I did, 
for there are a lot of things that should 
be learned on the ground in order to 
improve your flying. Principles of Flight 


helps you to understand why a plane 


flies, and what happens in each man- | 


oeuvre. Meteorology gives the back- 
ground of weather, a very necessary 
knowledge in a long hop, or even a short 
one. Navigation is important, so that 
you can head for Orillia and reach it, 
instead of ending up in London. Arr- 
manship is the common sense of flying, 
and teaches you to use your head. Air 
Frames and Engines are touched upon 
lightly. to take if 
you plan serious flying. 

The next time I went out to Barker 
Field it was more circuits and bumps, 


An excellent course 


around and around. My lesson over, 
I finally located Keith in the coffee shop, 


but when he saw me, he held his nose, 


and said, “‘Phew!” disgustedly. 
**‘What’s the matter?” 
I was under the impression that I had 
been doing rather well. 
“Nothing! In fact, darling, I think 
you're quite You’re the 


first person I ever saw take off sideways, 


| retorted, for 


remarkable. 
and that’s quite a feat. But tell me, why 
do you always wag your wings just be- 
fore you set down?” 

That day I noticed a pretty blond 
girl get out of an airplane, and limp 
painfully into the Flight Office. I but- 
tonholed her instructor and asked what 
and said 
off-handedly, ‘“‘Oh, she froze on the 


had happened. He grinned, 
controls a couple of times and I had 
to kick her.” 

Instructors do have their troubles. 

My lessons settled down to a pro- 
longed session of circuits and bumps. 
Practice! Practice! Power landlines: 
dead-stick landings, side-slips! Practice 
Practice! 

And I began to wonder if I was ever 
going to solo. I tried to pin Mr. Warren 

ob Continued on page 87 
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CAN you imagine yourself setting 
the pace — showing the way on 
“those days” when you used to 
curl up like a sick kitten, because 
menstruation’s functional cramps 
headache and “blues” made you 
miserable? 

It can be done. It is being done 
by girls and women everywhere 
who know about Midol. So be- 
fore you break another date ort 
lose another day due to menstrual 
suffering, (ry Midol! These effec- 
tive tablets are offered specifically 
torelieve functional periodic pain. 
They contain no opiates, yet act 
quickly in three ways: Ease Cramp 
—Soothe He adache- -Stimulate 
mildly when you're “Blue” 

If you take Midol as directed, 
you will soon discover how com- 
oe and carefree you can be. 

Your druggist has Midol. 


MIDOL 


used more than all 






other products offered exclusivel 


lo relieve menstrual suffering 


a CRAMPS - HEADACHE - BLUES’ \ 


i Famous Canedion School | 
jj for girls founded 1877. 
i For illustrated Prospectus 
with full information re- § 
garding courses, fees and 


College life, write to the 





principal — 


Rev. P. 5. Dobson, M.A., D.D. 
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BAD BREATH ) 
— ME? 


76% of all adults 
have bad breath! 


Scientific tests prove beyona 
doubt that, in 7 cases out of 10 


COLGATE TOOTH POWDER 
quickly stops oral bad breath! 


SAVE MONEY! Compared to 


other leading brands, a large 
tin of Colgate gives you up 
to 30 more brushings, a giant 
tin up to 46 more brushings .«; 
for not a penny more! 


SMOKERS! Colgate Tooth 


Powder is one of the easiest 
waysto guard against 
tobacco stain and tobacco 
breath! Get Colgate today. 


COLGATE 
TOOTH POWDER 
25¢ 40c 


RS eave 
Coe 
CLEANS TEETH 
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There is no other 
Fabric like this 


LONG WEARING 
SHRINK RESISTING 


‘Viyella’ 


neseo. 


FLANNEL 


Viyella Flannel Is the softest fabric 
yet the hardest wearing in the world 
—it looks like new as long as you 
wear it, and it's the one material 
you can wash and wash without 
shrinkage. 


The British Fashion Fabric that Wears and Wears 
GUARANTEED WASHABLE & COLORFAST 
LUX TESTED 
36” and 54” wide. At all leading stores or write 
Wm Hollins & Co. Ltd., 266 King St. W., Toronto 





f hwa 
archway, where she turned to say good- 


by to Susan and thank Larry for the 
| 


earl ears . I 2 
sandwich. Then she gave the address of 


the club. “Oh, I feel so encouraged,” 


she cried. 


Susan’s voice was angry as she said to 
George, ““Why couldn’t I tell her how 
much now? I know you have to be 
carefu ut what’s the use of having 
i ey il ; | 

He stopped her with a commanding 
gesture. “It wouldn’t be fair to other 
ey e if you sponsored this appeal 


nless It's legitimate. You are a member! 


f +} a | , 
ot the class wi ich has to be careful now, 


c ; ‘ , 1 1 ” 
san... you must remember that. 
I’m SICK of remembering it!” erted 


Susan resentfully. ‘There are times 

en I’d rather remember that for a 
good many vears I was a member of 
quite a different class—a class that’s 
iree to act on impulse occasionally, a 
class that’s used to judging people and 
judging them right, too! I liked funny 
old Miss Teesdale.” 

‘“That’s my girl,” murmured Larry. 
He turned to George, “Just what is your 


? There’d be a lot 


objection to the idea 
of stuff to tron out no doubt, but on the 
whole it sounded pretty good to me. 
Seems that club of hers was going to do 
all the work.” 


“Possibly !”’ George spoke patiently. 


“ 


However, many of these schemes never 
come to anything or’’—his smile reas- 
sured Susan, promised protection and 
solicitude—‘the money goes into the 
pockets of the originators.” 

“Well, hurry up,” said Susan. “I’m 
going to visit that club. If the other 
members are like her, I'll bet they have 
alotoffun. I still can’t see what it 
has to do with other rich people what 
1 do with my money. It’s mine, isn’t 
it?” 

Gustave effectively broke up the 
debate. “Madame Lucille,” he an- 
nounced. 

George went to Susan and held her 
hand for longer than was necessary, 
although she tried to free 1t coldly. ““We 
can’t interfere with the great Lucille,” he 
said archly. 

He herded Mossop from the room as 
the dressmaker extraordinary entered, 
followed by her assistants. She was a 
yuxom woman, her hair in a great 
tate of disarray, and she was voluble 
from the moment she entered. Larry 
couldn’t understand much of it, the 
sprinkling of French which larded it 

g beyond him. He began pushing 
he serving wagon toward the archway, 
and Susan asked, ‘“‘Where are you 

ee 


“T’ll be around.”” He went close to 


her, looking down into her troubled 

eyes, then turned away in dis- 

1) ntment. a SUPDPOS« you realize 

ve haven’t had that kiss yet,” he 
murmurec 


SUSAN DISCOVERED him later play- 
a lone game in the Db lliard 1 mm. He 

! cked his cue hurriedly, but she 
liberately disregarded the suggestion 
s eves and announced, “The fittings 


ire finished | irry, and Miss Papien 


ere tor the interview. W hen she 

id you were home, she wanted 
meet you... she’s going to in- 

( le ( She put her 
i ‘And please, Larry, 
care say. Remember = 
‘Be care e press,” he chanted. 
Des ( behaved per- 


even ate the specially 


thout protest, 
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Never neglect a 
tiny cut 





Any tiny cut can become 
infected. Never take a chance! 


Treat the cut properly. 

Then put on a BAND-AID*— the 

Johnson & Johnson adhesive 

bandage that stays put...even 
on hard-to-bandage places. 

It comes to you individually 

wrapped: keeps out dirt, helps 

prevent infection. Keep one box 

| at home—one where you work. 


"1 


The quick, easy way 
to bandage a tiny cut 


ADHESIVE BANDAGES 


the adhesive bandage made exclusively by 
Johnson & Johnson 





, 
i 
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* BAND-AID is the registered trademark of 








of the people—the portraits of their 
ancestors.” 

“That'll sure clean out a lot of 
places.” Larry’s eyes went to the 
portraits on the wall. 

“And think of the benefit to man- 
kind, Lieutenant Murdock.’’ Mr. 
Haggerstone’s voice grew pompously 
“To be able to go and 
see, gathered together in one place, the 
men’’—he gallantly smiled at Susan as 
he hurriedly added—‘‘and the women 
too, of course.” Momentarily he was off 
his stride. ““The men who built this great 
country of ours; the men who did not 
know the meaning of defeat—who drove 
ever onward, ever upward.” 


enthusiastic. 


“Are you talking about the men or 
their bank accounts?” asked Larry. 

Mr. Haggerstone’s eyes went to 
George for guidance. ““The Lieutenant 
just returned today,” the lawyer said, as 
if this would explain everything, even 
mental instability. 

Larry was making another sandwich. 
“Have something to eat, Haggerstone?”’ 
he said. “If you don’t like cold cuts, 
there’s some fish eggs here.” 

“Caviar? I should like some!” 

“Help yourself,” urged Larry. ““What 
do you eat it on?” 

“Just a cracker, thank you. I see 
there are some.”” He daubed a spoonful 
of the black product and smacked 
approving lips. ‘‘Now if we had just a 
dash of onion.” 

Larry spoke to Susan. “You going to 
give this guy some money?” 

“T—I[ don’t know. After all, Mr. 
Westbond—” She hesitated for a 
moment, then said, “I'll let you know, 
Mr. Haggerstone.” 

“Thank you, thank you.” He covered 
another cracker with caviar. 

“Gus!” Larry’s voice brought the 
butler to the archway. “Show this 
gentleman out... and give him an 
onion as he goes.” 


MR. HAGGERSTONE’S retirement 
was made in fairly good order. Miss 
Teesdale, an elderly spinster with a 
nervous twitch in one eye, and clothes 
that had seen much came in. 
George Fairweather didn’t offer to shake 
hands with her, but nodded her to 
approach. She stood nervously fingering 
her black reticule. 


use, 


“‘I—I’m sorry to bother you, Miss 
Hastings,” she said, her voice revealing 
nervousness, but also determination. 

“It’s quite all right,” said Susan. 
“Won’t you sit down?” 

Larry was making another sandwich, 
his eyes thoughtfully watching Miss 
Teesdale as she rigidly perched on a 
chair. She had directed one glance at 
the loaded serving-wagon, then turned 
her attention to Susan. However, when 
she spoke, it seemed as if she was 
directing most of her appeal to the 
lawyer. 

The charity was for veterans. “Com- 
plete cripples, Miss Hastings. We hope 
to raise enough money to build or buy a 
lovely home in the country somewhere, 
where the worst of these cases may live a 
fuller life.” Enthusiasm had relieved her 
of nervousness. “We'd only take men 
who were alone in the world . . . men 
who have no one of their own to care 
about them. You see, I belong to a club 
. . . every member has to be without 
kin. This club will undertake the enter- 
tainment and spiritual care of the men.” 

“The members of the club would b« 
friends, would visit and _ entertain 





| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
j 





HERE’S ONE OF THE 
MOST EFFECTIVE 


Ror 
TONICS 


you can buy! 








To Help Build Up 
Red Blood to Get 
More Strength 
and Energy 
if Your Blood 
Lacks Iron 


You girls who suffer so from simple 
anemia that you are pale, feel tired, 
weak, dragged out’—this may be 
because you need more iron in your 
blood. 

So start right away—try Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Compound TABLETS with 
added iron— one of the best home ways 
to build up red blood to help give more 
strength and energy—in such cases. 

Pinkham’s Tablets are one of the 
most effective iron tonics you can buy. 
They help build up the red quality of 
the blood by reinforcing the haemo- 
globin of red blood cells. Just try them 
for 30 days and see if you, too, 
don’t benefit. 


Important! 
Pinkham’s Tablets are also very effec- 
tive to relieve monthly pain due to 
female functional periodic disturbances. 


Lydia E. Pinkham’s 


TABLETS 


with added iron 








“Oriental Cream 


G@ovrRavuo 





protects the skin from sun 
and wind on the golf course. 
That dried up feeling dis- 
appears. A complete, beau- 
tifying cream for day and 
evening events. $ 
Whute, Flesh, Rachel, Sun-Tan 
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manded Susan, 


them?” asked Susan, leaning forward, 
“Eyactly!’”’ Miss Teesdale’s smile was 
radiant. “‘We’ve been collecting books 
for a library and all sorts of games too, 
Some of the members suggested I should 
include a pack of Old Maid cards, but 
[ tell them you never can tell.” 
“Have vou got a date for this even- 
yr? ked Larry, and gave her a 
h. 
“No unfair competition now,” coms 


Miss 


j 
sandwic 


joining in Dees. 


| dale’s delighted laughter. 


George’s voice ended the merriment, 
“Tt don’t remember authorizing you to 
see Miss Hastings.” 

A hesitant 
background. 
to come.” 
brief case under his employer’s frown. 

Susan’s voice betrayed irritation. “‘ For 
heaven’s sake, George, you talk as if | 
were royalty or something.” 


cough came from the 
“IT arranged for this lady 


Mossop fumbled with his 


“I’m so glad you like the idea, Miss 
Hastings,” said Miss Teesdale. “I was 
sure you would. You being an orphan, 
you'd understand the value of this plan! 
How much do you think you 


“I’m afraid Miss Hastings can’t 
answer that now,” interrupted the 


lawyer, apparently undisturbed by his 
employer’s interest. ‘“‘I shall have to 
look into your project. How 

. >» 


contributors have you now? 


many 


Miss Teesdale quickly disposed of a 
mouthful of her sandwich. “Well, you 
see, we haven’t any yet. Our idea was 
that if Miss Hastings would help us 
then we'd get—” 

] le rode over her voice. “| thought So, 


I’m afraid we couldn’t possibly sponsor a 
charity without a great deal of investiga- 
tion. If you will leave your address with 
Mossop, I shall be glad to look into it 
when I have time.” 


THIS WAS dismissal, and Miss Tees- 
dale’s face showed that she realized it. 
She was disappointed and confused, but 
pride and a sense of duty came to her 
rescue. She was not giving up without a 
fight. Two spots of color appeared high 
on her thin prominent cheekbones, and 
she ignored George with a magnificence 
that did Larry’s heart good. 

‘Perhaps you'd like to meet the mem- 
bers of the club, Miss Hastings? I can 
assure you that everyone associated 


with us can stand any amount of 


Investigating that this gentleman may 
I know that I’ve prese nted 


has 


care to do. 
e idea very badly. Our other work 


} 


been highly successful, if on a small 


| 1 e 
scaic, Dut the point ts that what we have 


done, and the way the men_ have 
enjoyed it, has made us sure-—so very 


A es j ic 
Sure, Miss Hastings that our plan IS 


sound. We'd expect to go into all the 


details at your Conve nience; our mem- 
bers are all people that you can trust, 
and we believe heart and soul that what 
we are suggesting Is worth while.” 

“I'd like to meet them,” said Susan 
with the friendly smile that had gained 
her five million dollars, “and I know that 
Lieutenant Murdock would, too.” 

“Why that’s Miss 


Teesdale. “And perhaps we could drive 


lov ely,” said 


out and see some of the spots we've 
We had 


excursions all last summer to different 


picked as possibilities. picnic 


i ” 
Laces, 


“We'd love to,” said Susan. 
Miss Teesdale turned to the lawyer. 
“I’m sure you'll find that—” 
George smilingly raised a hand in 
protest and she made her way to the 














MORE ATTRACTIVE 
SKIN with SIMPLE CARE 


Your skin must meet the punishing demands of busy 
days and still have that alluring look. Skin needs 
special care to measure up to these requirements, 
Let that care be Mercolized Wax Cream which 
will help to obtain a lovelier, more youthful looking 
complexion. It gives an appearance of new skin 
beauty aglow with natural loveliness, Start using 
Mercolized Wax Cream tonight. It will aid in re- 
taining the firmness and freshness of your com- 
plexion beyond your fondest dreams. Mercolized 
Wax Cream will help to make your skin look as 
young and lovely as your skin can look. 
Use only as directed, 


OILY SKIN? USE SAXOLITE ASTRINGENT. Just 
dissolve Saxolite Powder in one-half pint witch 
hazel and pot it on the skin several times a day. 
it subdues excess surface oil, tightens soft skin 
tissue by temporary contraction, and leaves the 
skin feeling delightfully refreshed, 


Sold at Cosmetic Counters Everywheres 





AM 1 GLAD 





That’s what you'll say when you 
discover what SAN1-FLusn can do 
for you. Just think—it removes 
from your toilet bowl by chemical 
action germ-infested stains and in- 
Visible film—it disinfects—it makes 
Certain that toilet bowl odors dis- 
appear. Remember—a clean toilet 
bowl can have no odor. 
SANI-FLUsH saves messy scrub- 
bing—is effective in hard and soft 
water—safe in septic tanks. Sold 
everywhere. Two handy 
Made in Canada. Distributed by 


Harold F. Ritchie & Ce~ = vy 


sizes. 








Co. Ltd., Toronte ei - 
Ont. Sani-Fi 
N ® } 7 ea 
Sani-Flush D Sao 
Quick ce \g 
EASY Ke W aby NG 
\ 6 H ‘ } 
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“You mean you asked all these people 


her just make a feature—just for 
him?” Sy san’s voice left no doubt of her 

} reaction to the tdea. 
“You don’t get it.’ Larry began to 
( xplain. ‘When I found Fairweather 
had picked this spot for me, that the 
m: wouldn’t change it for a double 


| 
| 





| for a hundred people here. 


wn in the lobby and 


| 
inager 
bI ough married couples to fill 


room, | went do\ 
£ | 


+ 
( 


Chey couldn’t get rooms 
Some of 
He put his arm 
“Come meet the gang 
they’re a swell bunch. They were all in 
sort of 
farewell get together before they go 
back home.” 


he rooms. 
they were about desperate. 
them had children.” 
around her. 
. this Is a 


+] . 
ne unit 


same 


Everyone was very nice to Susan, 
their eyes betraying their interest. “ You 
sure are lucky, Miss Hastings,” said a 
blond wife. 

“It was nice of Mr. Westbond to leave 
it to me,” said Susan, making her stock 
answer. 

“Oh, I didn’t mean the money,” said 
the blonde. “I meant Larry—he’s a 
swell gent.” 

Susan said, “Thank you!” and color 
flooded her face. As Larry headed her 
for a long table on which was displayed 
every known kind of cold cut and 
sandwich spread, she turned back to 
look thoughtfully at the blonde. She 
realized that having these people like 
her because of Larry, not because she 
had inherited millions, was a pleasant 
experience she hadn’t known for some 
time. 

_ “There’s enough 
It must 


Larry,” she said. 


have cost a fortune.” 

“T just signed the tab,” he said. “You 
can afford it, can’t you?” 

A tiny frown barred her smooth fore- 
head, as if what he had said disturbed 
her. ‘‘Why on earth do you eat this 
stuff all the time? You won’t want any 
dinner.” 

“I’m catching up on my meals.” He 
considered for a moment. “I figure I’m 
up to lunch on Jan. 7, 1944. I hope to be 
all caught up in about a month.” He 
took a reflective bite, then said, “But 
I’m inclined to doubt if I will be.” 

“Is that reporter going to put all this 
in the paper?” 

“Sam? Sure... says the people 
will love it.” 

“I’m sure they will.” Angry color 
stained her cheeks. “‘And so will my 
friends.” 

“You mean George Fairweather and 
his crew?” He gnawed another piece 
from his sandwich. 

Susan wisely disregarded this, won- 
in passing if it really did matter 


dering thie 


| “ : : a 
so much. “‘Larry, get dressed ... it’s 
time we were going. 

ST de”? “About tonight ~ 
YW! . } >» 
What do you say we stay here 


“Our 


he said. 


“Larry,” she gasped. first 


yiohtl’’ 


“Most 


he first time in years. 


of this gang are together for 
His nod indi- 
cateda couple in a corner whose interest 
ictly loc ilized. 


you re 


was str 
not suggesting we— 


Her voice wasn’t 


“Surely 

; 

we neckK 
sitive as It might have been. 


finished the 


ina corner? 


“Any bette! deas?” He 


ped greasy fingers on 


4 n i 
hic handkerchief. “‘Let the bright lights 
f ght, Susan.” 
Susan kicked the train of her dress 
# Continued on page 9S 
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obstetricians 
use it. 
Doctors 
use it. 


Be wise, 


Pe cat a 


IN ANY WEATHER 
YOU WILL SEE 
NUGGET KEEPS 


Blue Tower 


Old Spode Blue patterns of 
timeless beauty ... rich in the 


combination of English flow- 


See 


ers and scenes in the Chinese 
manner .. . favorites still, in 
the great houses of England. 
See your Spode dealer for the 
booklet: “How to Take Care 
of Spode.” 

Wholesale Distributors 


Copeland & Duncan, Ltd. 


222 Bay Street, Toronto 
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| BLACK and ALL SHADES of BROWN 





(per mecnmumenen ne senna 





78 — Chatelaine, May, 1946 


DUNNVILLE, ONTARIO, DIVISION 
Knitted Outerwear _— Ladies’ Full-Fashioned Hosiery 
Mens’ Socks Hand Knitting Yarns 
JOSEPH SIMPSON DIVISION 
8 Berkeley St, Toronto, Ont. 
Knitted Outerwear Knitted Underwear 
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although Susan held her breath when 
the dessert was placed in front of him. 
She supposed that, to a returned warrior, 
creamed chicken and a soufflé weren’t 
exactly filling. 

Miss Papien obviously doted on 
lovers. Her questions were a nice com- 
bination of tact and suggestion. Larry 
made himself so charming that, when 
the ordeal was over, Miss Papien was 
loath to tear herself away for the work 
on the summer wardrobe. 

“Tl be busy all afternoon,” Susan 
told him. “I have to put on all the 
dresses and have my picture taken. | 
have a reservation for you at The 
Towers—why don’t you go over there?” 

“When do I see you again?” They 
were momentarily alone, and he moved 
forward slowly. 

“TIL pick you up about 6.30. 1 
thought we’d go to dinner at the 
Cantelon Club. You’ll enjoy that!” 

“What about Jerry’s?” 

“Larry 
is awful!” 

“1 liked it.” 

“We'll go there some day. But tonight 
I want to go—” As his arms went round 
her, she said, “It’s our first night, 
Larry.” 

He kissed her as if it was something 
he wouldn’t have enough of for a long 
time. When he let her go Susan saw 
Gustave standing in the doorway. Larry 
saw her face harden against him. “I 
suppose that’s like Jerry’s? Something 
you,used to like.” 

As he turned to watch her leave the 
room he saw the butler. “‘ You lead an 
interesting life, don’t you?” he said. 


you can’t be serious? Jerry’s 


TWO MEN rose from their seats on 
the apartment building steps when 
Larry came out, and his jaw hardened 
as he noticed one man carried a camera. 
The other man, the reporter, talked 
fast. 

“Look, Murdock, why not take it 
easy? After all, we got to keep on your 
tail—it’s orders! Our publisher likes 
love-bird stuff.”” He raised soulful eyes 
to the sky. “‘And when the gal in the 
story is a winner like Miss Hastings . 
it would be more than my life’s worth.” 

Larry realized 
argument. “Well, if you must—come 
on.” They entered a cab. The reporter 
introduced himself as Sam Wilcox, the 
photographer as Pete Savage. Larry 
liked them both. 

The manager of The Towers hailed 
Larry from the long waiting line, thank- 
ing Sam Wilcox for having pointed him 
out. ‘‘Lieutenant Murdock,” he said 
unctuously, “it is a pleasure to have 
you with us. Come this way, please.” 

The suite was enormous. There were 
seven bedrooms, a dining room and 
kitchen, and an opulently furnished 
double living room. 

Larry had it out with the manager. 
**Look,” he said, “‘I’ll trade the works 
for a good double room.” He appealed 
to his companions. “I don’t need all 
this, do 1?” 

“‘Looks like you got it.”” Sam Wilcox 
approved of the setup. It was good story 
material. 

“Mr. Fairweather ordered this for 
Miss Hastings,” said the manager. “ And 
Mr. Fairweather has the best of taste.” 
He went away complacently. 

“This calls for staff work, Sam.” 
Larry lighted a reflective cigarette, then 
snapped his fingers with determination. 
“T’Il be right back; hold the fort.” 
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FURNITURE POLISH 
Has Been a Leader in QUALITY 


Your Dealer has Liquid Veneer 


LIQUID VENEER CORPORATION 
Fort Erie North, Ont. 


One of the Best and 
Most Widely Used 


Methods for 


Greaseless Suppository Gives 
Hours of Continuous Medication 


Here’s one of the greatest advancements 
ever made for intimate feminine cleanliness 
—zonitors! And here’s why Zonitors are 
being so enthusiastically used among 
exacting women! 





1. Zonitors are snow-white, greaseless, 
stainless vaginal suppositories — easily 
inserted and so convenient, 


2. Powerfully germicidal yet so safe to deli- 
cate tissues. Non-irritating, non-poison- 
ous, non-smarting. 


3. When inserted—Zonitors quickly begin 
to release their powerful germicidal 
qualities and continue to do so for 
hours. They’re not the type which 
quickly melt away. 


4. Thus Zonitors give you Hours of con- 
TINUOUS MEDICATION. 


5. Zonitors immediately kill every germ they 
touch and keep them from multiplying. 


6. Zonitors destroy offending odor. 


7. They never leave any sticky residue, 


Buy today. Any drugstore. 


separate glass vial) — 





FREE: Mail this coupon for FREE book- 


F let sentin plain wrapper. Reveals 
frank intimate facts. Zonitors, Dept. C.56 
Ste. Thérése, Que. 
Neme_ 
Address _ 


icancetecien: ___ Prov. _ 
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1} SUSAN REGARDED her reflection in 


the full-length mirror. She saw a long, 
re fitting, black lace dress with a 
| ch rt t n, worn over a gold- ored 
un ess with gold stitching. A tiny 
evel hat, made from matching 
material, was nestled in the smooth lines 
her softly waved hair. Her m iKC-up 
vas a triumph of unobtrusiveness, each 
ich of rouge, eve shadow and | stick 
accenting the perfection of her fe itures, 
but not giving any appearance ol artifi- 
| ciality. 


““Have you reached Lieutenant Mur- 
dock vet?” she asked her maid. 

‘*No, madam.” Jenny’s voice success- 
fully hid her amusement. “All I can get 
s a man—I think he must be drunk 


, 


who keeps saying, It’s exclusive, 





Susan accepted the velvet evening cloak, 
elbow-length scarlet gloves and the gold 
evening bag. 


Four messengers, their arms loaded 





When she left the car at 
the fifth floor, she was deafened by the 


‘| he Lowers. 


bedlam of sound which came from one of 


the two suites on the floor. She was not 


surprised to find that this was the one 
that her fiancé occupied, and that the 
door was standing open. 

The living room, where several women 
and a group of men-—their uniform 
tunics discarded—were harmonizing, 
pl vided the bulk of the din. By a 
chesterfield a man was load las! 
bulbs from a carton into hi 


, 
another man held a telephone 





he shouted, between urging 
panion to “Step on it!” 


Larry was leading the singing, but he 


broke off when his eves came down from 





a high note to meet hers. 

“Susan, honey,” he cried. He saw the 
messenger boys behind her. “Those are 
for the creche,” he said. 

“Creche?” Susan had always been 
Larry- 


pretty good at coping with 


created situations, but this was a little 

beyond her. “Have you gone crazy?” 
He turned her to a small room to the 

left of the front door. | 


driven into the doorposts were the 


Strung on nails 


' "4 a ' ' 
heavily tasselled cords which should 


have been holding back the window 


tine 
ting, 


drapes. Inside—si 


lying, according to individual taste 


were four children. Three boys and a 


girl, all adding their two cents worth t 


the general clamor. 


“Meet our nursery school,” said 
Larry. “‘How do vou like the playpen?” 


He unwrapped one of the parcels and 
offered a stuffed giraffe to a t rddler 
cressed In too-tig! blue overalis and 


ignt , 
not much else. “‘Have a chew on this, 


s a. he suggested. The toys found § 
favor in the sight of the younger set, 
brought a satisfied quict. The elder 
rvenerath n, howeve r, were only getting 
to high ¥ 
ek 
‘Larry, who are these peopl Ps 


““My house guests.”” He took a large 


bite from the mammoth sandwich he 
° { ‘“é ' <a Id 

carried, This place serves better cold 
cuts than you do.” 

‘Larry, please be serious. 

“What's the matter? 

Sam Wilcox joined them 
1 sold 


t 
magazine, he said, They'll come to 


( phi yn- 


1e idea to that 


ny comple ted, 


Swell, Sam.” Larry introduced him 


: j t { t 

Susan. “Sam needs some extra doug? 

t baby coming in the family—se 

ed camec D al idea for i yicture- 
’” 


with parcels, shared her elevator at} 
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aytime is a lovely possession! Chatelaine House No. 2. 


A garden path in M 
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YOURS 
AGAIN 





JAGPERS 





ed 


@ With the same atmosphere of 
informality ... the same de- 
lightful accommodations and 
the same magnificent splendor 
of a world apart, Jasper Park 
Lodge is waiting to welcome 
you—its 18-hole golf course, the 
tennis courts and outdoor pool 
in top condition, the trails and 


Yours Again ... fishing in Jasper’s Yours 
well-stocked lakes and streams where 
fighting trout will give you a battle. 










“gs 





motor roads more inviting than 
ever. And don’t forget the su- 
perb opportunities Jasper offers 
for camera close-ups of wild 
life. Jasper Park Lodge accom- 
modates 650 guests. Visit us 
again this year between June 15 
and Sept. 15. Rates from $9 per 
day, including meals. 


Again ... golf on Jasper’s 
18-hole championship course rated 
among the Continent’s finest. 
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Yours Again is Jasper National Park’s rugged beauty 


where you can enjoy a luxurious vacation in a land horizoned by 
snow-capped peaks and towering evergreens. 








Yours Again are Jasper’s glorious 


trails giving access to the grandeur of 
nature at her breath-taking best. 


TO EVERYWHERE IN CANADA 


ANADIAN 
NATIONAL 








Youll Find the joy of living 


.n tooms like these 





















Chatelaine House No. 2 with its full 


is Bedroom 


so modern in every detail, 
is finished in Masonite* 
Tempered Presdwood from 
floor to ceiling. Above 2 
wear-resisting wainscot 
and lower wall-section, 
Presdwood panels a plied 
horizontally are selieved 
by vertical corners .. . 
blending with the block- 
pattern ceiling. 


development of garden in a Maytime 
burst of bloom. The plot plan, show- 
ing all the important areas, is below. 






SIDEWALK 
HE planting plan for the 


i 


a4 GATE | PICKET FENCE 3 MGA garden of Chatelaine House 
3] aaeraie’ No. 2 makes use of depend- 
‘e | TREE ably sturdy materials and is 
2) designed for succession of 
F ™ bloom. Earliest flower faces 
smn snowdrops, crocuses, scillas 
emt 8 —will appear in the little 

- wd 1 by 3 PFIZER“ SNIPER spring bulb garden under the 


y , ae dining room window. 
; ‘ J 2 Early tulips will tind suit- ee 
SO ee Le E : nd gains individuality through 
, . able quarters in the bed along a tasteful use of waxed 
: > the base of the low re- Presdwood in contrast with 
. te ee oe? 4 taining wall and also along wainscot, recessed bookcase 
rae the stepping-stone path at the and top border of Black Tem- 
Tar ean ee ' Ps ; pered Presdwood. Grooved 
south end of the lot. Under and bevelled Masonite panels 
> , ] the pear trees would be an provide a simple decoration 





y SiN s , cee excellent spot for natural oie — oo of 
e ° ; : ‘drifts” of daffodils, with for- a 

1 + get-me-nots to border the path 

| _————— on either side. The latter 

t ct i ~ ; would also be planted as 

: HS J TH r Ede red} 1 | ground cover to accompany 

s i eee — et tulips under the “standard” 

7 ry ; Sale tients g shrubs in the perennial border. 











f STONE WALL 18°HIGH Bicianihntigesitigined 29 The yellow sprays of forsythia, veo 
e - 7D | G7) cumeoven vance §,\) —|h | in the solid screen planting of | | ie Md ached 
‘ va “ a” WIGH , ; { ct | } _ I I | } =) $ e ‘ 
\ FLOWERIN( {? a shrubs along the south pro- MA dng { en 
5 WinCE MAGNOL/A STELLATA 3” { ; s . r Pek | CO 
s = =” 7 perty line, will be important ; : ie” a4 iL (S 
s<) ty . e . * i s ~ . . : 
4 : SESS in the garden picture in spring. Ferner rae ae Sa = S444 i and gicaming, 
j A ’ va : : : 1. y Ss t $ 
: wie ts? = | There will be Darwin tulips shows Masonite at its best 
> ) 1.) a ‘ ‘ + 2 @ . : , : on every surface. Temprtile 
e R Pro . in bloom at the same time as | aaa we eat tinier aie Lette 
’ . GRASS aly sii sy the standard Prunuses in the ted Presdwood formin 
_ : ~ : ; j ; pe 
l. g i egies perennial beds. Lilacs will pea table-top, - 
~ i : 5 ‘ t- 
= & } begin to show color then, and ae La aedovell “abiline 
, ‘ ; : 
'— CLIPPED YEW a their shapely form will supply For veranliity and hecuty, 
FLOWERIVG FLOWER/NG { ed = a a rs y ut) 
W canaarocz db \: cones tetee CRABAPPELE | height and mass in various there is nothing as right 
. - WEDGE - . 
c as Masonite } 
: ‘ % | corners. 
$ . 
oe oe , oat y . The season of our pictures 
ANNUALS 5 & A 4 ANNUAL a PAC } ° ° ° 
—q{ ae is apple blossom time, with 
TRELLIS RIN Cire x £26 B 
te MON. late Darwins and early irises 
5 ea “ in flower. To accompany the 
oe Cs \ full iris display there will be an: ‘ 
1! cisaaed 80 EDGING \ - « 3 Rat as : ; 2 
\ 6” SQUARE 5 : t x lemon lilies, and Sweet Rocke ait / asonl Masonite Brand Products are in great demand for 
- ‘ > ; ‘ ” . “ge . 
» e } } mS as a dainty white “‘filler,” anc Canada’s rehabilitation and post-war expansion 
° Z A 4 . . . . . . 
R(x FY zl ig thers With the peonies program. .. causing a shortage of this most versatile building material. 
} » 5 » ‘ : o . . . . + . 
BC e 4d GRASS , . eri shortly following will be pas- Everything possible, however, is being done to overcome the shortage. So it will pay you to 
. bh ’ 2 ~ - * - e * . 
si? ® 2|% ; y y nomical 
af 2§>y > S| |x tel-toned columbines and _ the = alll apne only a fal ‘ 
fe ey mh a . hl f ; = Masonite can reproduce beautifulrooms e#-<<------<------- =< =< eee 
theo N = a lovely nue percnnis like these, whether you are building a : 
af s | 4 j o S146 corntiower. new home or renovating an old one. \ INTERNATIONAL FIBRE BOARD LIMITED. 
xt - 4} i } . : : . yatineau, Que Jept. 122 
> g a FS Later the climbing roses will In the meantime, send the coupon and! Gatineau, Que., Dept. 1 
> w<—{ > 5 > . Z 7 : ss a a 7 : : . , 
P J = 7} join forces with delphiniums, learn the ' ways Masonite can im- t Please send me-—-FREE—samplec of Masonite, 
i 9 . . . rove your home...simplify your & complete information and booklet, stinctive 
2 v ( aa Sweet William, evening prim- Pal ling erable. par 3 ; ' : 1 h Distinctive 
\ € C S. nteriors for t { 
gat. roses and so on. Phlox and ' ! 
{.\ 8 . . i 
[[oe-FTID ALANTS <a = } hollyhock will quickly take i 
= od ; . 
ore : their place, accompanied now . h 
| | ‘ ° . 5 ’ i Yame 
i ° , by vivid long-lasting annual 
‘ : . : 1 
<= ry ’ plants to fill in the gaps left ' 
>) ANNUALS } ANNUALS . : : i ' 
aw eae { by the early-flowering bulbs. A eRAND & Be 
Cl/PPED BOX E ¥ _ ¢ 7 i are 
' apes For late summer and early fall : 
See an ; menos 
APPLE \ ‘ a ; 
tos ‘ there will be hardy chrysan- a deh eB i 
TREE yr SwRUS : “¢: ' 
~~ themums and Mi haelmas * ‘MASONITE’ IS A REGISTERED TRADE MARK ‘ 
‘ 
4 “ J AND SIGNIFIES THAT MASONITE COMPANY OF 1 wily. “ Pr . 
WEDGE ; * daisies. CANADA LTD. IS THE SOURCE OF THE PRODUCT. ‘ 
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“ARE THE WILSONS COMING FOR THE WEEK-END, DEAR?” 


A° LIVING QUARTERS—not to speak of entertaining— 
these half-built or unbuilt post-war dream houses leave 
something to be desired! Quite definitely! 


If you’re planning to build—and apparently most Cana- 
dians are—we would like you to know that we’re eager to 
supply the needed heating and plumbing equipment. But, 
you see, thousands of others are in the same predicament as 
you. Moreover, under Federal priorities, heartily approved 
by the vast majority, building materials are allocated first to 
Wartime Housing and Veterans’ Land Act housing projects. 
So, though we are producing far beyond our 1939 capacity, 

we are not yet able to catch up 
CRANE with the unprecedented demand. 
PRINTED HELPS 


its tes theicn yen apediiedlly con eon: Ask your plumbing and heating 


contractor for his advice as to what 
may be available when delivery on 
the site will meet your schedule — 
also when he will be able to under- 
take the work. 


1 “Planning the Bathroom 
and Kitchen”. 24 pages of 
practical ideas for the home 
you plan to build. 


2 “Plumbing Fixtures and 
Heating Equipment Now 
Being Manufactured”. A 
product booklet. 


3 ** *No-Co-Rode’ Fibre Pipe” 
. for suburban and rural 
homes using septic tanks 
and cesspools for sewage 
disposal. 

4 “Plumbing and Heating 
Pointers”. To help you keep 
going with equipment you 
now have. 


In the meantime, consult your 
architect and make sure your new 
house will completely satisfy every 
member of your family for years 
to come. CRANE literature will 
help. Select the items that cover 
your needs, and write us now. 


CRANE 


AND ITS SUBSIDIARIES 


CANADIAN POTTERIES 
Limited 


PORT HOPE SANITARY 
Manufacturing Co. Limited 


CRANE 
Limited 


WARDEN KING 


Limited 


Heating Equipment 
Fittings - Piping 


Plumbing Fixtures .- 


Valves - 


CRANE LIMITED, 1170 Beaver Hall Square, Montreal, 2, Canada 
Branches in 17 Canadian Cities 


NATION WIDE REPRESENTATION THROUGH PLUMBING AND HEATING CONTRACTORS EVERYWHERE 








Planning the Giarden 


by Helen M. Kippax, C.S. 


Our expert garden planner for Chatelaine 


House No. 2 takes you on an instruc- 


tive tour of this charming 


cal design for a city property 


N IMAGINARY garden surround- 

ing an imaginary house designed for 

an imaginary family the 
problem involved in the accompany- 
ing photographs of Chatelaine House 
No. 2—a model constructed at the scale 
of “three quarters of an inch equals 
one foot.” Real or visionary, however, 
there must be definite conditions to be 
satisfied, such as the and general 
requirements of the family, the size and 
type of the building lot, 
ally, some general idea regarding the 
income of the the result is 
to be in keeping with his purse. Both 
house and garden must revolve around 
these conditions and they must dove- 
tail into one another in 
each is complementary to the other and 
that they form a really 


such is 


size 
and also, natur- 


owner if 


such a way 


““companion- 


” ° * ° “ , 
able” partnership. This “‘companion- 
ship” is a must for house and garden, 


for do they not have to carry 
on their duties in very intimate 
association for 12 months of the 
year, “for better, for ce 
and there is a lengthy 
period in the garden each year 
to make the best of. By “ 
panionship” in this case is meant 


worse 


“e +e 
worse 
com- 


a garden which opens off con- 


veniently, or “invitingly” from 
the house, giving that feeling 
of being unconsciously tempt- 


ing from living room to terrace, 
for instance, and from terrace 
down a pleasant garden path 
even as we pass from one room to 
another in a And by 
the word “‘garden,” incidentally, 
] mean all the ground surround- 
ing the home, back and front, 
decorative and utilitarian, in- 
cluding a garage drive, a con- 
venient place for garbage tins 
and for drying dish towels, etc., 
all of items are 
as much a part of the 
design as the kitchen and pantry 
are part of the house. 

Let usconsider first the family 


tastes 


house. 


W hich sery ice 
garden 


for whose personnel, 
and mode of life both house and 


garden are designed to cater. 


> practi- 


L.A., Landscape Architect 







We are supposing the owners to be the 
average cultured Canadian family in 
the upper medium brackets, 
and the family consists of husband and 
The 
lot they have purchased is a typical city 
50 ft. x 150 ft. With the 
plan in hand and its location 


income 


wife and two or more children. 
property 
house 
decided upon, attention can be directed 
to the design of the garden, 


that plan and carry 


which must 
fit into and around 
on where the house walls leave off. As 


to the lot itself, there is no stipulation 
as to whether it is level or sloping, or 
if there are any existing trees to take 


SO perhaps we may 
taste. As 
inued on page S4 


into consideration, 
justifiably supply these “‘to 
a lot is + Cont 

A bird's-eye view from above the 
garage roof, looking across terrace, 
to pool. 


garden 


lawn and rear 
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Nmartness Afoot 


There'll be more color in feminine 
footwear: heels will drop to an all-time 


low and climb to a new high. Emphasis 





. 
Is 
































on “a shoe for every occasion.” 


I’S a smart bride who starts off her new 
life on the right foot with the right shoes 

for any occasion, such as the collection 
we've sketched. 

Beware of Bedroom Slippers. Don’t ruin 
those lovely mules and your pretty arches 
doing active housework! Busy feet 
must have good, supporting shoes, with | 
reasonable heels. 

Cool Comfortables. Shown above are | 
new summer casuals with shockproof 
insoles and elasticized closure. A firm, 
twilled fabric, they’re in all the bright | 
summer shades, so colorful with house | 





or sun togs. 

Walk in Beauty. The second sketch 
shows an alligator dress-tie walking shoe | 
with high cuban heel and welt sole. | 
Scientifically balanced for comfortable | 
support,, they’re designed in high fash- 
ion with open toe and porthole per- 
forations. When you’re sightseeing or | 
shopping, you'll bless the day you 
bought them! 

Foot Flattery. The spike-heeled pumps are 
important new types of dress-up shoes: one, with | 
two-inch platforms (cork foundation) giving height 
without discomfort to the small gal, by raising 
the whole body, not just the heel; the other, 
a thin-soled, sling pump with a three-inch heel. 
Both are of plastic, in full color range. 
Hand-woven. From Guatemala come gay 
hand-wovens, their motifs identifying the local 
district where they were woven. The three-tiered 
wooden heel number is the Atitlan motif; the 
sturdy rope - soled sandal, the Totonicapan. 
Bright foot gear for beach or basking! 

New Colors. Fascinating new shades appear: 
pigeon grey, beaver brown, soft pimpernel red, | 





shamrock green and cherry cola. You'll be 
wearing combinations of: brown and red, dark 
green and red, grey and blue, black and white. | 
Many platform soles are in two colors. 
Foot lines. More and more open toes and 
sandals will be worn. Heels will be as low as 
one-quarter inch, high as three and a half. 
Materials and Ornaments. Leather | 
is still very scarce. There'll be plenty | 
of high - priced reptile wear such as 
python and water snake. Plastics, in 
a marvellous color range, will be in| 
great demand, because of their weara- 


bility. 

Bows and nailheads are disappear- 
ng, but jewels and sequins will brighten 
after-dark fashions... & 


| 
| 
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A sunny morning...the fresh aroma of Silex made coffee... 
and hen fruit tossed together your’favorite way...man oh 


man, all’s well with the worldand you really feel rarin’ to go. 


Some start the day with juice, a piece of toast, and coffee 
...many make of breakfast a real old-fashioned meal... but 
whichever your choice you'll relish it twice as much, topped 
off with your favorite brand of ‘toffee, and made by our 


tested recipe...in the inimitable *Silex Coffee Maker way. 


Ladies, send for our free brochure, “Head Chef Recipes”. If contains 
instructions for making coffee that will send the breadwinner on his way 
feeling truly monerch of allhe surveys...In addition it contains the smartest 
and newest secrets of famous chefs for hors-d’oeuvre and sandwich 


combinations. Address The Silex Company Ltd., St. Johns, Quebec. 





*Only Silex has the exclusive patented flavor guard filter. 


TRADE MARK REG. CAN, PAT. OFF. 
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“Wear-Ever” 
ALUMINUM 


For Carefree Cooking . . Attractive 
Kitchens . . Enduring Service! 





Xd — They're on the way ... those grand "Wear- 
Ever” Aluminum cooking utensils that give 
you so much more. You know how light they are and how 
easy to clean . . . how there’s nothing to chip, so they stay 
bright and new-looking for years... and how "Wear-Ever's” 
enduring aluminum spreads heat evenly, reducing chances 
of scorching and bringing out the full delicious wholesome- 
ness of all foods. Good cooks and homemakers know by 
experience how "Wear-Ever” gives more in flavoursome 
cooking, gleaming cleanliness and long service. And of 
course, shining, silvery aluminum is a natural for the modern 
kitchen. 


ming off the production mee : , 
e co’ 
as fast as We can 
_, and happy -~ 
SAUCEPAN. 
QUEBEC KETTLE 


utensils that 4F 


the shops : 
as fast by wise 





ALUMINUM GOODS LIMITED 


Montreal Toronto Winnipeg Vancouver 


: as apt not to be level, Iet us sup- 
j 


pose that this one begins to drop away 
slightly at a point about 40 ft. back of 
the house toward the rear property line. 
Possibly some prospective purchaser 
might view this characteristic a little 
sceptically, but to the garden designer 
it presents a point to be made use of 
by providing the added interest of 


change of grade. 


CONSIDERING THAT the imagina- 
tion has to supply all the specifications 
for this family, house, and garden, 
probably the most logical way to exam- 
ine the latter is to take an imaginary 
walk along its paths and note the points 
of interest. In real life we would natur- 
ally start at the house, so let us proceed 
in the same way with this miniature 
tour. A perusal of the house plan 
reveals a door leading out from the 
living room, giving at the outset an 
opportunity for that aforementioned 
“inviting” access to that outside part 
of the home which we call the garden. 
First of all, we find ourselves stepping 
out ontoa good-sized flagstone terrace. 
Its sunny southern exposure and its 
proximity to the house make it ser- 
viceable in the warmer hours even of 
the early spring and fall days, as well 
as in the seasons when we may reason- 
ably expect to be able to enjoy our 
At the 


east end of this terrace is a little spring 


leisure hours in the open air. 


garden tucked into an otherwise unused 
corner. Here will be planted the dainty 
little intimate things like 
snowdrops, crocuses and winter aconite, 


spring bulbs 


or even the miniature Specie narcissuses 
which grow only three or four inches 
high—the type of things which need 
to be enjoyed at close range and can 
even be seen from inside through the 
dining room window when the ground 
is too cold and damp to tempt one 
farther afield. Later this little area 
will be clothed with a simple low green 
ground cover like periwinkle, for in- 
stance, or, if preferred, could be planted 
with bright annual bedding plants such 
as petunias or verbenas. 

At the point where the level of the land 
starts to drop away, a low “dry” stone 
retaining wall about 18 in. high has 
been built which, with a low clipped bar- 
berry hedge atop, makes a definite divi- 
sion, bringing into being a trim little 
rectangular lawn opening immediately 
off the terrace. 
green grass, trim hedges and two small 


Consisting simply of 


shapely flowering trees, this area can 
look fairly tidy all the year round. 
Semicircular steps lead down through 
the openings in the wall and hedge 
which allows the main view to carry 
on along a 14-ft. wide grass panel ter- 
minated by a simple pool with a solid 
background of shrubs. 

With this continuous vista from house 
and terrace to the extreme end of 
the property, the feeling of length 
is interfered with very little, 
at the same time two distinctly different 


Ww hile 
parts or “rooms” are created, which 
more than doubles the garden’s inter- 
est. Isn’t it always 
intriguing, for instance, not to be able 


much more 
to see everything there is to see at the 
first glance, but to be conscious, rather, 
of something beyond to tempt one on 
to further explorations? It always 
stimulates human curiosity to know 
there is something beyond which is 
hidden from view. 


# Continued on page 86 


NO DULL 


DRAB HAIR 


When You Use This Amazing 


4 Purpose Rinse 


In one, simple, quick operation, LOVALON 

will do all of these 4 important things 

to give YOUR hair glamour and beauty: 
1. Gives lustrous highlights. 
2. Rinses away shampoo film. 
3. Tints the hair as it rinses. 
4. Helps keep hair neatly in place. 

LOVALON does not permanently dye 

or bleach. It is a pure, odorless hair rinse, 

in 12 different shades. Try LOVALON. 

At stores which sell toilet goods 

35¢ for 5 rinses 

15¢ for 2 rinses 


Saunt oe Brune o> 


@"Guarahined by» 


Housekeeping 
Lr, 2 ees at 





KITCHEN CAN 
IS SO CONVENIENT” 


“No more handling and 
wrapping of kitchen gar- 
bage for me! My Sanette 
has rubber feet that pro- 
tect my floor, a glossy 
durable and washable 
enamel finish. The in- 
ner pail is of zinc grip 
galvanized steel, so easy 
to keep clean and the 
rounded deep 
drawn cover 
matches my ap- 
pliances.’ Sanette 
‘s reasonably 
priced at your 

dealer. 


Sold throughout 
Canada for 


21 years. 


Se CLA 
WATERPROOF WRIST WATCH 











SURE WAIS 


to rid your home of 






SCREENS 


| kill’em for months 
on end after one 
application / 


SHELLTOX 
a DDT 
full 5% strength 


does not harm fab- 
rics or wallpaper. 


SPRAVEO [WV 
THE AIR... 


insects die quick 
as a wink when 
| touch’em. 









SHELLTOX 


Absolutely safe 
around food. 
Harmless to 
fabrics and 
paint. 


*thold Insect Sprov 
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‘Om 
PANY OF canada’ 


NOW YOU CAN HAVE 
DOUBLE PROTECTION! 


One of the best ways to rid your home 
of flies and other insects is to use 
SHELLTOX SURFACE TYPE DDT on 
walls, porches, and screens. ONI 
APPLICATION LASTS FOR MONTHS AI 
A TIME. 

To dispose of insects in the air, to 
kill bedbugs and roaches, and to safe- 
guard your clothes against moth 
damage, use SHELLTOX. It’s stain- 
less, and is safe around food too! 


Both SHELLTOX SURFACE TYPI 
DDT AND SHELLTOX are safe for 
fabrics ... will not harm wallpaper, 


paint, draperies oN 


or furniture. 4 yn 
ot [eo 


ya TAM LO). 


SHELLTOX 
SURFACE TYPE 


DDT 



















Tm a Flying Housewife 


Continued from page 74 


| 

| a dow t he was very evasive. “ You’ve 
had some very bad weather that slowed 
you down. It’s been good training, 


+} 


though, learning to buck all conditions. 
\t least you won't be a fair-weather 
{Lic y= 

| realized better what he meant a 
couple of days later. Again I had booked 
for an hour, but Mr. Warren told me 
before we went up that half an hour 


would be plenty as the air was rough. 
Rough was an understatement. There 
were sudden gusts, bumps and every- 
thing one could hope to meet. Well, 
not everything, but enough for me. The 
wind blew us off course, it tossed us 
other. It meant fighting our way around, 
and in. Maybe not too tough for an ex- 
perienced pilot, but for me it was like 
trying to handle a bucking bronco. 
Yes, the half-hour was quite enough, 
although in a way I rather enjoyed it. 
But I was no nearer soloing, and sud- 


could have believed possible. 

Then a delay of 11 days due to bad 
weather, high winds, snow, poor visi- 
bility, 

A perfect day at last, clear, almost 
I started out for 


Barker Field with high hopes, but some- 


no wind, and warm. 


thing was wrong. 
The weather was too good, and | 


wasn’t used to it. A nice brisk wind 


gives you a slower landing speed, and 
the fact that there was none threw me 
off completely. 
now I know why they call them bumps, 
for that’s what they really were—no 
fooling. Mr. Warren gave up yelling, 
“Back! Back! Back! Back!” and 
merely cringed at every landing I made. 
Not that I blame him. 
too, 

That hour was a mess 


Circuits and bumps, and 


I was cringing 
crooked take- 


ings—whew! 
| | began to think that I was never, 
never going to solo. 

t snowed heavily again, then thawed, 
and Barker Field was deep in water. 
| waited impatiently for 10 days, fret- 
| ting and stew ing because the days were 





lovely, and I couldn’t take advantage 
of them. Then the Flying School moved 
up to de Havilland Airport to carry on 
temporary operations there. 

Concrete runways instead of turf em- 
phasized my poor landings. I was deter- 
mined that I was going to solo, and 
decided to haunt Mr. Warren until he, 


out of self-defense, would let me try. 


| prac tically lived out there, but it didn’t 


ork. That was a period of frustration 


for me, and | began to wonder if I should 


ive the whole thi ng up. 
Mr. Warren had a long talk with me, 


and it finally evolved that my main 


+h 


trouble was that I never knew exactly 


ft, the engine was to the right, and 


i€ 


a ; 
| where | was on the runway. I sat on the 
j 
| 


| couldn’t tell when I was pointed 


t 


straignt. 


He decided that the best thing to 





raft. The Aeronca was brand-new, It 
a ; ; 

heater In it too, but all the instru- 

ments were In a different place, 7 the 


ane had a stick control inste ad of a 


| wheel. But sitting in the middle, with 
| ° 
‘ tructor behind, was a great help. 


| | could see equally well on both sides. 
An 


Acronca 


half on the 


about with first one wing down, then the | 


do was to switch me to a tandem air- 





denly I wanted to solo more than I ever | 


offs, circuits not so good, and the land- | 





That name 
** Westinghouse’’ ' 
is the most im- 
portant thing to 
know about any 
electric appliance 






And this beautiful 
streamlined rangeis made 
by Westinghouse to give 
Canadian homemakers 


the finest in wholesome, 
appetizing cooking. 





Then there’s this great new 
Radio- Phonograph 
Combination . . . made by 
Westinghouse ... anda 
variety of smart radios for 
use in kitchen or den 





made by Westinghouse... 


million electric appliances, 


CANADIAN WESTINGHOUSE COMPANY, LIMITED ¢ me Maes 


In fact, 
everything including 
toaster and iron is 
backed 
by the experience of building 30 


Chatelaine, May, 1946—8 


¢ Look | 


who made | 


Only Westinghouse gives 
J you TRUE- TEMP Refriger- 
ation .. . provides positive 
protection for all your foods 
and has the famous Dual- 
automatic Economizer 
Mechanism. 





The washer, made by Westinghouse, 
has the exclusive Cushioned Action 
which washes clothes cleaner, without 
wear. Gives more years of trouble-free 
operation, as Westinghouse owners 
have proved. 
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NOW, NON-RUST PLUMBING 
AVAILABLE FOR YOUR HOME! 


Rust-proof Anaconda Compe Tubes assembled with 
solder-type fittings cost about the same as rustable 
pipe, but give you: (1) a constant flow of rust-free 
water; (2) absence from leaks caused by rust; (3) a 
plumbing system that will last far longer and give 
top satisfaction. Ask your plumber too, about a hot 
water tank of Anaconda’s rustless Everdur* Metal, 

; *Trade Mark Reg'd. 


Anaconda Copper & Brass q 


ANACONDA AMERICAN BRASS LIMITED 
(Made-in-Canada Products) 


Montreal Office: 


“New 939 Dominion $q.Bidg. 


New 


¢ and Plant: 
oronto, Ont. 


a 


* 


I 


... Dut it has a lot 
more than looks’”’ 





















WASHES e RINSES ¢ DRIES 
Does all the work...as you want 
it done... when you want it done. 


There just won’t be another washer like this 
beautiful new EASY Spindry . . . the all-weather, 
all-fabric home laundry that combines time-tested 
Vacuum-Cup Washing and high-speed rotary 
“wringerless” drying. See your EASY dealer. 
Order now for delivery as soonas production starts. 


SAVES SOAP SAVES HOT WATER 
SAVES YOUR CLOTHES, AND YOUR TIME 
DOES ALL YOUR LAUNDRY IN AN HOUR A WEEK 


aa UCR a ee Re aL 





The curiosity tickler in this case is 
the flower garden in the lower area 
consisting of two perennial beds of gen- 
erous width flanking the central grass 
panel. During the height of their glory 
these beds will be sufficiently visible 
from the terrace, but during their duller 
moments (when they are not officially 
receiving visitors, being reduced to a 
number of dry sticks emerging from 
muddy ground) they are not thrust 
forcibly upon our view, Asa background 
these borders have climbing roses 
trained on posts and chains in garland 
the 


shrubs 


“standard” 
trained to a 
single stem like small trees) give it 
some permanent form. 


fashion, while four 


shrubs (that is, 


NATURALLY OUR walk takes us 
down the length of the flower garden 
and look into the little 
flagstone - bordered pool with a few 


we pause to 
water lilies floating on the surface of 
Then, turning left, we can 
step over to the little garden seat and 


the water. 


take another view along the stepping- 
stone path toward the pear tree at the 
extreme end. Ina 
will follow 


moments we 
that same path past the 
end of the perennial beds, and will find 
the 
on the east side a narrow strip of cui- 


tivated ground reserved for small quick- 


few 


concealed behind climbing roses 


growing vegetables such as parsley, rad- 
ishes, onions, etc. Larger vegetables like 
corn, peas and potatoes naturally have 
no place in these restricted quarters. 

Three narrow upright-growing pear 
trees along the east border give little 
detrimental shade and make an inter- 
esting background to the whole gar- 
den, and no doubt their fruits will not 
be unacceptable to the family. 
sibly you did not notice, as you passed, 
a little fenced-in square in the south- 
east corner of the lot. If you didn’t 
fine—for it is not meant to 
spicuous, but it is an important prac- 
tical part of the garden, nevertheless, 


Pos- 


be con- 


for this is where grass clippings and 
fallen leaves are stored to 
and become valuable nourishment and 
humus for the garden. 


disintegrate 


Following the stepping stones past 
the kitchen garden we mount a few 
steps again to the upper level onto a 
path leading to the kitchen door, and 
along the boundary fence where you 
will notice a strip about five feet wide 
where some annual flower seeds may 
be sown in neat rows to provide cut 
flowers for the house. Such provision 
does away with having to rob the per- 
ennial border of any of the color which 
is carefully planned to decorate 
the garden through the succession of 
blooming seasons from spring to fall. 

In all probability there are children 
in the family requiring space to run 
case It would be 


and play. In this 


quite possible to keep the flower gar- 
den portion on paper only, for a few 
years, to allow scope for their activities, 
and then later, when space can be con- 
veniently spared for it, and when hus- 
band and wife may have more time to 


devote to gardening, it can be added 
to complete the scheme. With the 


whole area, however, planned at the 
outset, the owners can have the satis- 
faction of knowing that each feature 
they add will be one step farther in 
the completion of the garden which 
their and have 


forethought foresight 


envisaged. # 






| Check these 





DetachableW ashable 


Glossy. 
Glo 
MOPS 


eGLOSSY-GLO 
MOPS polish as 
they dust and leave 
floors clean and 





Features! 


shining ... even if 
it’s several weeks 
since polish has 
been applied. You 
see, Glossy-Glo’s are 
so soft and pliable 
 « « they catch all 
the fine lint and 
dust, yet effectively 


s0lish as they clean. 
I ) 


Glossy-Glo Mops are 
specially designed 
with no sharp ends 
anywhere to mark 
the wax or scratch 
your floors. Han- 


dles 


are feather- 


light, and mop 
heads are easy to 


detach . . . making 


them simple to 
wash. For cleaner, 
more highly polish- 
ed floors ... for 
brighter, lighter 
housekeeping « « « 
GLOSSY-GLO 


Mops ... and remember that one up- 


use 


stairs and one downstairs 
gh Mag, 
saves many extra steps. 


Bs 


& . 
Frey ge 
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SAINT JOHN, N.B. 


Makers of Fine Quality Mops, Household Brushes, 
Shaving Brushes and Paint Brushes for over 80 years 
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*DECAL Transfers are the 
final touch needed to 
make your home more 
charming . .. they make 
walls and furniture sparkle 
with their multi-color ef- 
fects and designs. They 
are easily and quickly 
applied . . . just moisten 
and slip off onto the sur- 
face. Prestol . . . there's 
the design, looking as if 
it were painted on by an 
expert. It's washable, too. 


But be sure to get the genuine 
*DECAL Transfers for complete 


satisfaction. They are available 
at Paint, Hardware, Chain or 
Departmental stores. Ask for 
them by name and look for the 
trade-mark . . *DECAL. 


A GENUINE i 


TRANSFER 
CANADA DECALCOMANIA CO., LIMITED-TORONTO 





This registered trade-mark 
is on the back of every 
genuine DECAL Transfer 












Dramatic, burgundy-bright co ine 
eee 1.50. Gilt Sets, 3.00 
4.50. 


GOOD GROOMING 





! 


I shoved open the throttle, and started 
back upstairs. I was beginning to get 
a bit flustered, and then I saw with a 
Start that my air speed was much too 
low. Heavens! What if I should stall? 

Hastily I shoved the nose down a bit, 
and glanced over the instruments. The 
engine was turning over too slowly, The 
throttle wasn’t open far enough. 1 ad- 
justed it, made a sloppy turn, and stag- 
gered around the circuit. I made a much 
longer parallel run to the landing strip 
so that I would be sure to get down, and 
shut off the throttle, I thought, much 
too far away, thinking that I could al- 
ways come in low and use power if 
necessary. This time I was decidedly 
nervous as I approached the runway, 
nearer and nearer. Was I going to make 
it, or not? Yes— but no!—-the wheels were 
going to touch down past that first 
intersection. I continued to come in, 
hoping against hope that I might make 
it. | was almost down, but it was no use 

[ had over-shot. Nothing to do but 
push open the throttle wide. The wheels 
bounced once on the runway and I| was 
off again. Darn! 

I caught a glimpse of Mr. Warren. 
He looked lonely standing at the inter- 
section of that huge field. I was lonely 
too. 

It was at this moment my husband 
called the Flight Office to see when I 
would be home for dinner. Phil, the 
engineer, answered the phone, and told 
him that I was in the air 

“She is? Swell!” 

“Hmph,” said Phil dubiously, “she’s 
taken two passes at the field and is now 
going around for the third time.” 

‘“‘What! Say—how much gas has she 
got aboard?” 

“Well,” Phil was gloomy, “there’s 
plenty of gas in the plane—but it’s get- 
ting dark!” 

My husband swears that he did not 
collapse in a dead faint. 

As for myself? Well, I was feeling 
far from happy. In fact I was getting 
decidedly jittery, and there were but- 
terflies fluttering around in my tummy. 
I started to forget what I should do 
next, but pulled myself up short. 

# Continued on next page 


solo. 


Summer Color 


THIS GAY purse of deep ecru 
peasant linen is to be worked 
with red, blue, green and gold 
in chain stitch. Natural wood 
tops (red knobs) are 14 in. 
across. Complete materials 
with lining and cottons for 
working $1.50. Order No. 122C 


Order from Marie Le Cerf, 
Chatelaine, 481 University 
Ave., ‘Toronto 2 Ont. 


Chatelaine, May, 1946 — 89 





























































HOT WATE 


H®? WATER i 

when you own 
boils enough water for 
because its famous Hotpoi 
in the water. Economical—bea 


Turns off automatically if it bo 






to your kitchen too—with its 4 


chrome finish and gleaming blac 






earliest possible delivery see your G- 


GENERAL ELECTRIC wo. 


CANADIAN 
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Only 


PLATE GLASS 
qives you this 
CLEAR, UNDISTORTED 
BRILLIANT VESION 


Wherever possible in your home, you'll want this 
aristocrat of glazing materials. In beauty, quality 
and long service, there is nothing like plate glass. 
Pilkington Plate Glass is ground and polished by 
machinery until its surfaces are lustrous, flat and 
brilliant. Pilkington Plate Glass gives you absolutely 
true, undistorted vision. 


Picture Windows should certainly be glazed with Plate 
Glass. Use it too in your windows, solarium or sun 
porch; for table tops and shelves. To be sure of the 
very finest quality and brilliance, always specify 
Pilkington glass. 


Pilkington Products: 


POLISHED PLATE ¢ MIRRORS © FIGURED AND WIRED GLASS 
“VITROLITE’ © GLASS BLOCKS © ‘“ARMOURPLATE” 






















and I was flying it easily, and my land- 
ings were improving. 


THEN ONE afternoon everything 
suddenly started clicking into place and 
my landings grew better and better. 
I was ceasing to be Mr. Warren’s major 
problem. He suggested that I stay 
around, and get in another hour later on. 

When he took me up again there was 
a bit of a ground haze, what pilots call 
““smog,” a combination of smoke and 
fog. From 1,000 feet the ground looked 
hazy. I had to stay strictly close to the 
field, where the runways stood out like 
an asterisk. 

Ours was the only ship flying as it was 
almost five o’clock, so Mr. Warren took 
over as soon as we were in the air, and 
made tight circuits around the field in 
order that I could get in as many land- 
ings as possible. Then he had me make 
a complete circuit and Jand. I thought 
he was going to call it a day, so was 
rather taken aback when he asked 
calmly, “‘Would you like to solo?” 

I said, “Okay,” fast, before I could 
change my mind. Mr. Warren gave me 
a number of last-minute instructions, 
the main one being that if my wheels 
were going to touch down past the first 
intersection, I must go around again. 
Then he climbed out of the plane, and 
I was alone. 

I decided to pretend that it was just 
another circuit. I reached up and ad- 
justed the trim tab for take-off, made 
sure the carburetor heat was off, my 
stick centred, then swung around into 
position. I pushed open the throttle, 
and roared down the runway, keeping 
the plane straight with the rudder ped- 
als, the stick shoved forward to get her 
tail up. Then slightly back on the stick, 
and a bit more, and I was in the air. For- 
ward with the stick until I gained air 
speed, back again and I was climbing 
fast. So far so good. 

I kept glancing at the air speed indi- 
cator, and when she had settled to a 
steady 60, adjusted the trim tab, and 
throttled back until the dial showed 
2,100 revs. When the altimeter read 
500 ft., I banked carefully to the left 
90 deg., glancing back to keep my run- 
way in view. 

It seemed almost like any other flight, 
except for a slight tremor in my right 
ankle. Why there? 

Another 500 ft., and I levelled off by 
pushing the. stick forward, throttling 
down to 2,000 revs, and a. speed of 85, 
then adjusting the trim tab. A 90 deg. 
turn to the right, and I was flying paral- 
lel with the runway. Why—nothing 
to it! But I still had a landing to face. 

Another 90-deg. turn and I| was get- 
ting near. I closed the throttle, held 
the nose up with the stick until a normal 
glide had been reached, reset the trim 
tab, and put on carburetor heat. An- 
other 90-deg. turn, and I was heading 
straight for the runway. But something 
was wrong. I was much too high. 

That meant a side-slip, and I wasn’t 
particularly fussy about doing a side- 
slip. But it was the only way in, so | 
pulled the left wing down by pushing the 
stick to the left, and shoved hard on the 
right rudder pedal, keeping the plane 
headed for the runway. The plane lost 
height rapidly, and I watched the 
ground coming up to meet me fast. | 
decided I had side-slipped far enough, 
and straightened out. But I was still 
too high. I continued the glide hope- 
fully, but couldn’t make it. I would 
have to make another circuit! 
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Protect your Uphol- Moths will never eat 
stered Furniture with clothes sprayed with 
ex ex 





Don’t take a chance on new products 
which haven’t fully proved their worth. 
You can BE SURE moths will never eat 
your woolens if you use LARVEX. 

For years LARVEX has been used by the 
big woolen mills. It’s been proven the 
safe, sure way. Just a few minutes spray- 


ing mothproofs woolens for a whole 
year! Tests show moth worms actually 
commit suicide rather than eat anything 
treated with LARVEX. 

LARVEX is odorless, stainless. Dry clean- 
ing does not remove Larvex protection. 
Washing does. But dry cleaning DOES 
NOT! Only 83c for 16 ounces, $1.29 for 
32 ounces. 





TIME TESTED TREATMENT FOR 


CROWSFEET XY 
CREPEY THROAT 


SAGGING TISSUES  % 02 
c 


You need not have wrinkles, lines, crowsfeet, 

crepey throat or sagging tissues. Prove it 

count, Users of MADAME RACHELLE’S 

{ORMONE CREAM write: “My deep wrink- 

les are getting fainter everyday” —“Could hardly believe such 
improvement possible” —""Only cream my skin responds to” — 
“Am getting wonderful results”—" My skin is firmer now’— 
*“It is marvellous.” Six week's size $1.00 at Drug and Dept. 
Stores. ce Write for free booklet ‘‘The Secret of Looking 
Young’’, containing massage chart. (A) Dept. 8 
4. 8. Laing Agencies Ltd., 74 Wellington St. W., Toronto. 

















“The Reception Was Held at Home” 


by M. Lois Clipsham 
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will be the most suitable choice. You may find it worth 


while to buy some of the hard-on-butter, hard-on- 
sugar foods, or a few fancier varieties you don’t want 


to tackle yourself. Order these early, so that there will 
x¢ no doubt of etting delivery. 
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RANGES 


The T7OE table top electric range shown above will fit your new 
kitchen to a T—and it has everything your heart can desire in the 
way of cooking conveniences, 

Dependable automatic oven heat control. 


High speed durable T-K elements—two with 5 heats. 
(You have to use these elements to realize how fast they 
are). 

Large convenient baking oven finished in porcelain. 
Handy oven warming drawer—and a host of minor features 
that help to lighten work. 


If you want modern cooking improvements backed by dependable 
workmanship and design—choose a Findlay. 


A limited number of the model shown above is now being pro- 
duced. See your Findlay dealer—he will be glad to show you 
the ranges now available and to demonstrate their advantages. 


FINDLAYS LIMITED 
CARLETON PLACE - ONTARIO 
SINCE 1860 45-10 


COAL AND WOOD RANGES © GAS AND ELECTRIC RANGES © WARM AIR FURNACES © HEATERS 





*“Now, you dope,” I scolded out Joud. 
“Get hold of yourself. You’re up here 
alone. There’s no one to tell you what 
to do, so smarten up.” Silly?) Of course 
it was, but it helped. I wished my right 
ankle would stop trembling. 

By this time I was almost around the 
circuit, making sure that I was a long 
way back from the runway when 
I shut off the throttle and started into 


a glide. I even made a wide semicircl 


+ 


in turning to line up with the approach, 
which threw me way over to the right. 
But | couldn’t go around again. I just 
couldn’t. 

It began to look as if I was never 
going to get tl 
concrete. I kicked the nose about with 
the rudder, one eye on the air speed 
indicator. I was coming down, down, 
in a very snake-like approach. Down, 
down. | still wasn’t where I should be 
over the runway. Not much time left. 
I kicked the nose about a bit more, and 
at last got it straight. None too soon. 
It was time for my round-out. Back on 
the stick slightly, and wait. 

My eyes were concentrated on the 
runway ahead of the plane, waiting for 
what I hoped was the right moment, 
then back on the stick, back, back, back. 

The plane hesitated, the wheels 
touched, bounced slightly, and I was 
down, keeping a straight course along 
the runway until I had slowed enough 
to apply the brakes. Finally the plane 
stopped, and I could relax, get my 
breath, then turn and taxi back for 
Mr. Warren, whom I expected to tind 
in the last stages of nervous prostration. 

However, when I asked him if I had 
frightened him half to death, he shook 
his head and cheerfully assured me that 
I had done a nice landing. 

Suddenly, I was very, very happy. | 
had soloed. Not the way I had wanted 
to do it, but at least I had soloed. 


FLYING! I’m all for it. Even if I did 
learn in bad weather, I have the conso- 
lation that it’s going to be wonderful 
flying around by myself this summer. 
True, I'll have to stav on circuits and 
bumps for a long time yet, even take 
a bit more dual instruction, but I’ve 
licked the first hurdle. 

My private pilot’s license comes next, 
and then I can take my friends for a 
ride. But first (Il have to try a written 
exam, then one on practical flying, and 
pile up 25 hours’ solo time. But I know 
’s going to be worth It. 
| have been asked if flying is anything 
like driving a car. | don’t drive myself, 
but I have heard pilots say that there 
is no similarity. In a car you have only 
a wheel which turns left and right. In an 
airplane your wheel, or stick, works both 
to the left and right, and forward and 
back in the same smooth motion. There 


+ 


are also rudder pedals which have to be 
used in co-ordination with the wheel. 
And on top of that you are moving in 
three dimensions, whereas in a car you 
are concerned only with one, 

The cost, considering what you get 


LI 
out of It, is not great. Roughly. for the 


J . \ 
average student, it amounts to $100 up 
to solo time, and $200 more for the 


se f , | scala oe { sure . 
22> hours soloing required on a private 


license. 
; ' pS eae ie 
Flying ts not for men only don t let 
them tell you it ts. The average girl can 


learn to fly, and fly well. 


+ t 


However, there is one sad note to be 


+ 


added, and it’s domestic. The other 
day my husband sighed wearily, “‘Air- 
planes! Airplanes! All you ever talk 


about Is airplane s!” ie 


le ship over that strip ol 
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COUNTRY-MADE 
GOODNESS! 


Nestled in the very heart of Nia- 
gara’s sunny fruitlands, E. D. 
Smmith’s on-the-spot preserving 
kitchens capture the full delicious- 
ness of Canada’s finest fruits — 
Fruits grown juicy-ripe in nearby 
orchards... picked at their flavour 
peak ... culled and prepared with 
skill born of long experience! This 
country-made goodness means 


more for your 
THEYRE All money in soak 
GOOD... AND 


ity and flavour. 
ALWAYS 
G00D ! 














Doh bea RUBEIT/ 


A Rubbit tries to clean scorchy, 
crusty pots and pans the HARD way 
—with a slimpsy dishrag. The silly 
slow-poke! She needs Brillo! 





e 


A spunky, metal-fiber Brillo pad 
whips off scorch and crust! Easy! 
Quick! Keeps pans silver-bright! To- 
day—get Brillo Soap Pads in the red 
box; or Brillo Cleanser, separate 
pads and soap—in the green box. 


Keeps 
aluminum 
brilliant 


Gives your dog 
a cleon, lustrous 


coat... 38¢ 









BANISHES 
DOG 
os {. 
Made by the makers Lovesits 
of Master Dog Foods Master” 





SOLVE THAT 
DESSERT PROBLEM 





“JUNKET” RENNET TABLETS 
turn milk into delicious, easily- 
digested rennet-custards. 

Light and cool, quick to prepare, 
retaining the rash nae value . 
milk, you'll find that rennet- 
custards made with “JUNKET 
RENNET TABLETS are a 
delightful answer to the dessert 
problem. 

Write for a free sample of 
“JUNKET” RENNET 
TABLETS and Recipe Book. 


“THE "JUNKET’ FOLKS" 
833 King St. West 
Toronto, Can. 





Cen! 
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MASTER Ssog SHAMPOO | 


hecipes for Two 


The bride will value these 
small-scale recipes for diress- 
ing up erdinary dishes with 
leftover soups, vegetables and 
other refrigerator treasures. 


Braised Stuffed Round Steak 


A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
34 Cupful of soft bread crumbs 
2 Tablespoonfuls of chopped 
onion 
3 Tablespoonfuls of milk 
114 Teaspoonfuls of poultry 
seasoning 
2 Teaspoontuls of chopped 
parsley 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
lg Teaspoonful of pepper 
1 Pound of round.steak 
2 Tablespoonfuls of mild dripping 
Combine the ingredients for the 
dressing. Spread over the steak, roll up 
and skewer or tie in shape. Brown the 
meat on all sides in the hot dripping in a 
heavy pan. Season with salt and pepper 
and add one cupful of hot water. Cover 
closely and let the meat simmer gently 
for 14% hours or until tender. 
Peas and Onion Rings 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
Cut half a peeled medium-sized onion 
in thin slices and cook in 4% cupful of 
boiling water until tender. Drain and 
combine carefully with % can of heated 
peas. Season with salt, pepper, a little 
butter and a pinch of sugar. 
Tomato Consomme 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
14 Can of condensed tomato soup 
14 Can of condensed consommé 
1 Can of water 
Combine the tomato soup and con- 
sommé in a saucepan and add the water. 
Heat to boiling and let simmer for two or 
three minutes. Serve garnished with 
thin slices of lemon, sprinkled with 
chopped _ parsley. Store remaining 
soups (covered) in refrigerator for 
W ednesday’s dinner. 
Raw Fried Potatoes 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
Peel three to four medium potatoes 
and cut in very thin slices. Place in a 
heated frying pan with two tablespoon- 
fuls of bacon or other mild dripping. 
Season with salt and pepper. Fry until 
crisp and brown, stirring occasionally, 
Vegetable Broth 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
Cut one small carrot, one stalk of 
celery, 14 onion and a little green pepper 
into fine dice or very fine sticks. Simmer 
gently in 4% can of consommé and an 
equal quantity of water until the vege- 
tables are tender—about 15 minutes. 
Spareribs in Tomato Soup Sauce 
A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
1 Pound of spareribs 
2 Teaspoonfuls of mild dripping 
1 Small onion, sliced 
14 Can of condensed tomato soup 
1 Teaspoonful of Worcestershrre 
sauce 
14 Cupful of water 
Cut the spareribs in individual por- 
tions. Brown in the dripping in a heavy 
pan. Season the meat with salt and 
pepper. Add the onion slices, tomato 
soup, Worcestershire sauce and water, 
cover closely and simmer over low heat 
for one hour or until the meat Is tender. 
Add a little water during the cooking, if 


necessary. 
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C & B THICK SAUCE 
For Steaks, chops, other 
meat dishes,C & BTHICK 
Sauce is the ideal relish. 
Its piquancy is inimitable, 
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Nothing Satisfies 
So Much As C&B Marmalade 


@ Your “men. folk” MUST 
have marmalade for breakfast 
- + - and it must be good. 
You'll have no “kick” if you 
give them C & B Pure Seville 
Orange Marmalade. This 
famous marmalade, with its 
distinctive and delicious bit- 
ter-sweet tang, is an aristocrat 
. « - the choice of good taste 
during three centuries. Yet 
it’s economical. That’s why 
it’s better to buy bitter. Try 
it tomorrow, 
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<3 Famous 
C EB SAUCES 


THAT ADD A FLAVOURSOME TOUCH 
TO MEALS 


ra 


C &B MINT SAUCE 


Lamb calls for mint, 
andC & B Mint Sauce is 
the handiest, most sat- 
isfactory way to apply 
this essential touch, 





C & B THIN SAUCE 


For fish, meats, soups, 






for giving tang to a : tee a, 
tomato cocktail, C & B ape 
THIN. (Worcester- ee 

shire) Sauce is “just the ii 

thing”’. aeaie 
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This lovely new Flameware 
skillet is just as much at home 


the stove or in the refrigerator. 
So, you can cook, serve and 
keep food, without any wasteful 
transfer from one dish to an- 
other. And the detachable 
handle fits two different-sized 
saucepan bowls. . . these three 
shining dishes make a perfect 
matched set, a lovely trio no 
kitchen should be without. 







SAVES FLAVOR 


This new Pyrex Pie Plate has 
eae fluted edge and extra 

epth to keep delicious juices 
and flavor inside the pie and 
out of the oven. Besides, faster 
cooking preserves the flavor 
of any food, and Pyrex ware 
cooks as much as }4 faster. 
You can’t find any kitchen or 
glass ware that will give more 
help with your cooking than 
genuine Pyrex ware. 


SEE WHAT’S COOKIN’! 


on the table as it is on top of 








AND 
SEE HOW 


HELPS SO 
MANY WAYS! 








The new Pyrex bowls are just 
as smooth and easy to wash as 
any other Pyrex dish. Their 
vivid colors come out of the 
suds bright and sparkling as 
new. Less washing, too, when 
you can cook, serve and keep 
food in the same dish. And 
remember, food cooks 14 faster 
in Pyrex ware. These four 
bright colored bowls, nested 
to save space, are a welcome 
addition to any kitchen. 


SAVES MONEY 


Look for one or other of these 
famous Pyrex trademarks. They 
mean the original heat-resistant 
glass cookingware. They mean 
beautiful, economical dishes 
that will give the busy house- 
wife real day-to-day pleasure. 
They mean, too, “A product of 
Corning Research in Glass.” 
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Nothing can beat a crispy, color- 
ful salad to add zest to summer 
meals—to give a “‘lift’’ to lagging 
appetites. And, there’s nothing 
like ice refrigeration to keep 
salad greens, cold cuts, fresh 
fruits in top condition—luscious 
and flavorful. Then use Ice to 
garnish table settings and give 
sparkle to summer menus. Ice 
provides so much comfort and 
pleasure—for so little cost. 


Model éllus- 

> trated is 
as butltin 
Canada by 
Sanderson- 


i Harold Co. 
Lid., Paris, 
Ont, 


| 
ee 


Limited supplies of all-steel 
are being produced now 
ice dealer about models 


CANADIAN ICE FOUNDATION 


available 


137 Wellington Street West, Toronto 





ice refrigerators 


Ask your local 





The Reception Was Held 
il Home Continued from page 91 


or other dessert may be added and 
served from the buffet table or passed on 
individual plates from the kitchen. 
Waitresses or friends of the bride pass 
food to the guests, or the guests may 
simply help themselves, if the party is a 
small and friendly one. 

However you decide to serve the 
refreshments, make the wedding cake 
the centre of attraction. For buffet style, 
give it the place of honor with candles, 
plates of sandwiches and small cakes in a 
For a 
sit-down meal, have the cake, encircled 
with tulle and flowers, in front of the 
bride’s place ready for her to cut at the 
right moment. 


formal arrangement around it. 


WEDDING MENUS 
Sit-down Service 
Chicken Supreme in Breadbaskets 
or 
Creamed Sweetbreads and Mushrooms 
in Pastry Cases 
Minted Peas 
Pineapple, Strawberry and Orange 
Salad 
Lemon French Dressing 
Lime Sherbet in a Sponge Ring 
Wedding Cake 
Coffee Punch 
Jellied Chicken in Ham’ Molds 
Potato Chips Almond Cabbage Slaw 
Relishes (celery, gherkins, radish 
flowers, carrot curls) 
Tiny Cheese Biscuits 
Strawberry Ice Cream Meringues 
Wedding Cake 


Coffee Punch 


Buffet Style 
Plain and Fancy Sandwiches 
Cheese Straws 
Relish Tray 
Canterbury Tartlets, Iced Cup Cakes 
and Small Cookies 
Wedding Cake 


Coffee Punch 





Assorted Sandwiches (tongue and horse- 
radish, egg salad on brown bread, 
open-facers, roll-ups, ribbons 
and pinwheels) 

Filled Bouchées 
Relishes 
Vanilla Ice Cream 
Crushed Pineapple Sauce 
Mint Garnish 
Small Cakes 
Wedding Cake 


Coffee Punch 


Jellied Chicken in Ham Molds 
1 Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Cupfuls of strained chicken 
broth 
1 lg I ablesp« vonfuls of plain 
unflavored gelatine 
21% Cupfuls of cooked, diced 
chicken 
1 Cupful of diced celery 
14 Cupful of chopped green 
pepper or a dozen sliced 
stuffed olives 
12 Slices of thinly cut, cooked 
ham 
Add a little cold chicken broth to the 
elatine and let soften for five mimutes, 
dissolve in the remaining broth 
hich has been heated to boiling point. 
Cool and add the chicken, celery and 
reen pe pper or olives. Line individual 
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Supreme in Quality 


for over a Century 3 


Shipments will be resumed when conditions permit 
Representatives : 
KELLY DOUGLAS & CO., LTD., 367-377, WATER ST., VANCOUVER. 
MACLAREN WRIGHT, LTD., 69, FRONT ST. EAST, TORONTO. 
ROSE & LAFLAMME, LTD., 400, ST. PAUL STREET WEST, MONTREAL. 
W. L. MACKENZIE & CO., LTD., 141, BANNATYNE AVENUE E., WINNIPEG. 


BEST FOR JELLIED SOUPS, SALADS, SWEETS & SAV 
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HIS will probably rock:my friends right 
back on their wedgies, but I’m starting 
a patchwork quilt. Trouble is, I can’t 
quite make up my mind what pattern— 
Flower Garden, Rose of Sharon, Double Bow- 
knot, or Triple Irish Chain? I like Chips 
and Whetstones too, and Dresden Plate. 
Half a dozen years from now you may 
be invited to the quilting bee. May be, I said, 


Oh, well, if 1 don’t get the pattern problem 
settled I can always hook a rug. With Wel- 
come on it. 


Life’s a summer breeze to the bride who 
owns a pressure saucepan. Her cabbage and 
her stew and her chicken paprika are even 
better than her mother-in-law’s, Many a 
young husband who wouldn’t eat his mother’s 
carrots is passing his plate for a second help- 
ing at his own table. Nice gift, if you can 
get it. 


A little garnish makes a dish look pretty, 
but too much fussing makes it look pretty 
awful. 


I read a piece somewhere by some man 
who can’t abide women forever talking about 
vitamins. He thinks they’re too concerned 
about what food does to your insides, and 
not enough about how it tastes. 


In Hawaii—so I’ve heard—they put diced 
fresh pineapple in their potato salad. You 
start off in the usual way, you know, cut 
up the cold boiled, add a little onion and 
a sprinkle of celery seed. Then you mix in 
about half as.much pineapple as potatoes and 
tie it all together with mayonnaise or home- 
made dressing. I don’t vouch for it; I merely 
pass the idea along. Got enough courage 
to try it? You never can tell; it might be 


good. 


Now I do know that cabbage in fine, fine 
slivers, pineapple in neat shreds and some 
pecans or walnuts, chopped, make a mighty 
nice salad. Sometimes, when I’ve got it, I 
add a little pimento. 


For fruit cups take pineapple bathed in 
sugar syrup, combined with halved strawber- 
ries and sliced bananas. Or pineapple with 
a blessing of fresh mint. Or just pineapple. 


My friends’ husbands are fond of say- 
ing that you can’t argue with a woman. The 
heck you can’t! If I’m the woman you can’t 
help it. 


In case you’re puzzled as to how crusty 
rolls are made so crusty, here’s a word of 
enlightenment, They’re baked with a large 


od Helen Campbells Page 


flat pan of boiling water in the oven with 
them. 


Asparagus lovers may tell you that butter 
is the one and only dressing for the fresh 
green stalks, But I don’t go along with 
that. I like hot lemon mayonnaise with it: 
one part lemon juice to three parts mayon- 
naise, heated carefully in a double boiler. I 
think you'd like it too. And one of my 
most favorite ways with asparagus is to 
wrap an omelet around it. 


The 24th of May, when I was a youngster, 
came close to being the most important day 
of the whole year—next to Christmas and 
my birthday. So many nice things happened 
that day. For one thing, I could leave off 
my winter underwear and that made me feel 
pretty coltish. Then this was the day we 
planted potatoes. I loved planting potatoes; 
| padded up and down the rows on my bare 
feet while my father told me stories about 
Queen Victoria and my mother waited at 
the home base with her mending and the 
last of the raspberry vinegar. To cap it all 
we had the first picnic of the season out 
under the big leafy basswood. Oh, no, it 
never rained on the 24th; it hadn’t the heart. 


My father used to tell folks that the Good 
Queen (might she rest in peace!) was a great 
help to him getting the potatoes in; that young- 
ster—me—would work as long as the stories 
held out. But he used to say, too, that their 
moral—“‘mind your mamma’”’—didn’t always 
take. 


What did we have on that picnic? Why, 
salmon sandwiches, he-man size, made with 
home-baked bread — crusts on; cucumber 
pickles fished from their brine in the stone 
crock; hot canned tomatoes carried in a 
covered pail well wrapped with newspapers, 
gingersnaps and oatmeal cookies. Or maybe 
a rhubarb pie or Spanish Bun. 


This summer, provided the tires don’t 
look too threatening, I’ll carry my picnics 
a little farther afield. Not that my own 
back yard can’t dish up a few ants, the odd 
wasp, and a fair quota of mosquitoes. But 
it’s time I renewed my acquaintance with 
the species in the surrounding countryside; 
they regretted gas rationing more than | did! 
Besides, I want to see for myself what the 
prospects are for this year’s apple crop. Don’t 
ask me to go through another winter with 
so few apples. 


Summer won't really have started until 
I’ve boiled some eggs, made innumerable 
double deckers filled with something or other, 
emptied the cookie jar, poured a big vacuum 
of coffee, packed the hamper, packed the car, 
forgotten the salt and sat on a ripe tomato, 





y 
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“AFTER 
25 YEARS 
MY 
CANADIAN 
BEAUTY 
IS STILL 
GOING 
STRONG” 


The purchase of Canadian 
Beauty Electrical Appliances is 
an investment in long life and 
unfailing service. Into their 
manufacture goes the same skill 
and care that have produced 
such large volumes of intricate 
technical equipment for the 
Allied Nations. Many Canadian 
Beauty owners testify to the 
fact that irons, toasters, heaters 
and rangettes, purchased fifteen, 
twenty and twenty-five years 
ago, are “still on the job.” 









ELECTRICAL 
APPLIANCES 





RENFREW ELECTRIC AND REFRIGERATOR 
COMPANY LIMITED—RENFREW, CANADA 


Mrs. Elizabeth 
Kennard 
SASKATOON 
Says 


“Here is a nourishing hot egg sandwich, 
that’s easy to prepare, and just hits the 
spot!” says Mrs. Kennard, a well- 
known Saskatoon housewife. “It’s 
especially good, when you’re hungry 
between meals and need a snack that’s 
substantial and tasty!” 


Scrambled Egg Sandwich 


Beat 1 fresh egg. Add 1 tbsp. cream or 
creamy milk, 1 tsp. butter, 14 tsp. 
pure mustard, 1 tsp. ketchup. Fry 
slowly, spread on hot toast, or buttered 
bread and serve at once. 

Write Reckitt & Colman (Canada) Limited, 
Station T, Montreal, for NEW beautifully 


illustrated recipe book. 
It's Free! 














Crushed Pineapple Sauce 

(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 

Cut well-ripened pineapple in thick 
slices, then peel and cut out the eyes. 
Grate on a coarse grater, sprinkle with 
powdered or fine granulated sugar and 
let stand, covered, in the refrigerator 
for a few hours to mellow. 


Sandwiches 


Open-facers: Rounds, triangles or 
squares of bread, lightly buttered and 
topped with slices of cucumber or 
tomato, garnished with parsley, sieved 
egg yolk or stuffed olives. Melba toast 
fingers spread with cheese, anchovy, 
smoked salmon, fish or meat pastes, 
garnished with parsley, olive or pimento. 

Roll-ups: Remove crusts from thin 
slices of bread, butter lightly, and roll 
each slice around a sprig of cress, stalk 
of cooked asparagus, stuffed celery 
stick, or ham and cheese strips. 

Ribbons: Butter slices of brown and 
white bread (crusts removed). Spread 
with a moist filling, and pile alternate 
slices of brown and white to make 
several layers. Slice. 

Pinwheels: Cut bread Jengthwise of 
the loaf, remove crusts and spread with 
butter combined with grated horse- 
radish, chopped parsley or watercress. 
Or butter slices lightly and spread with 
creamy pimento cheese. Or with 
minced ham combined with pickle and 
mayonnaise. Roll up like a jelly roll, 
wrap in waxed paper and chill. Before 
serving cut in 14-inch slices. 

To extend butter for sandwiches: 
Put 14 pound of butter in a warm bowl, 
cut it in several pieces and let stand at 
room temperature until soft but not oily. 
Scald one cupful of top milk or thin 
cream in a double boiler. Beat two egg 
yolks slightly, add a little hot milk and 
return to the double boiler, stirring 
constantly until the spoon is lightly 
coated. Remove from the heat, add 
14 teaspoonful of salt, strain, cover and 
let the mixture cool. Beat the butter 
with a fork until soft and creamy. Add 
the egg mixture, about two tablespoon- 
fuls at a time, beating between each 
addition until it disappears. When the 
butter mixture is smooth, pack into a jar 
or bowl and store, covered, in the 
refrigerator. Let soften slightly before 
spreading on bread. Makes about one 


pound. 


Hints for Serving a Crowd 

One large sandwich loaf (3 Ib.) cuts 
into 60 to 70 slices about 14 inch thick, 
and requires 14 lb. of butter and 34 to 
1 Ib. of filling. 

Four chickens (5 to 514 Ib. each) 
vield about four quarts of cooked diced 
meat. For salad use six to seven quarts 
of cooked meat mixed with diced celery 
and mayonnaise. For creamed chicken 
mix four quarts diced meat with an 
equal amount of cream sauce and allow 
14 cupful per person. 

One quart of brick or bulk ice cream 
serves 10 to 12. 

A cake, eight inches square, cuts into 
20 pieces. 

One pound of wedding cake will cut 
into 12 pieces—for serving your guests 
or for gift boxes. Good idea to order 
some cake (square) iced on top only and 
have your big cake part “dummy.” 

To serve 50 people, you'll need: 

14 Pound of tea 
ltol4 Pounds of coffee 
11% Pints of cream 
14 Pound of loaf sugar (about 
75 cubes to one pound). 
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THE FUTURE BELONGS TO THOSE WHO PREPARE FOR IT 





Is your wife a Gemini? 


Gemini—the sign of the zodiac that denotes a nature with 
two sides! Versatile, entertaining, lovable—but change- 
able, often contradictory. What man can’t see a bit of 
Gemini in every woman—most of all his own wife? 


Well, there are two sides to most women: the dreamer, 
ready to hitch her wagon to any star—and the practical one, 
with two feet firmly on the ground. One side will take 
chances with you on almost anything—the other helps you 
keep your head, make a success, build your future on a 
foundation of soundness and security. This is the side that 
appreciates the importance of protecting your common 
welfare ... it’s the side to value, with you, the importance 
of providing Prudential life insurance against unexpected 
future needs, 

Your local Prudential representative will be glad to 
discuss your present life insurance plan with you. He can 
tell you whether it includes the best policies to cover your 
particular needs—whether these policies include all the 
benefits of advantage to you—whether your payments are 
being made with the greatest saving. Make an appointment 
to go over these points with him soon. 





THE PRUDENTIAL 
INSURANCE COMPANY OF AMERICA 


& mutual life insurance company 


HOME OFFICE: NEWARK, NEW JERSEY 


BRANCH OFFICES IN ALL LEADING CANADIAN CITIES 
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“Look, JELL-O Pudding 
Let’s have a party”’ 


ELICIOUSLY quick-and-easy Jell-O Puddings are none 
too easy to get, even though the war is over. So when 
you do find a package, you’ll want your friends to share your 


luck. 


Of course, one package won’t make second helpings all ’round. 
So when you get some Jell-O Pudding—or even- 

scarcer JellO—you'll want it to go further. 
You'll want recipes like those here and 
on the packages, that make more serv- 
ings from every box! ~ 





More Servings with Jell-O Pudding: 


Fruit Refrigerator Cake—Prepare 
Jell-O Vanilla Pudding as directed 
on package. Add 1 teaspoon grated 
lemon rind. Alternate pudding with 
cake slices, in pan lined with waxed 
paper. Chill) Unmould and serve 
with fresh or canned fruit. 





More Servings with Jell-O: 


Raspberry Charlotte—Make rasp- 
berry Jell-O with 144 cups water 
and 1% teaspoon salt. When par- 
tially set, place in pan of ice water 
and whip thick. Fold in 14 cup light 
cream and Y cup red raspberry 
jam. Chill in glasses lined with 


ladyfingers or sponge cake. 8 to 10 Whats found only in Jell.0 2 


servings. mH 
“That locked eii-Q 4 


Products of General Foods JP-136M 








molds with a slice of ham, fill with the 
chicken mixture and chill for several 
hours. Serve unmolded on lettuce or 
watercress; 12 molds. 


Lemon French Dressing 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
6 Tablespoonfuls of lemon 
juice 
34 Cupful of salad oil 
1 Teaspoonful of salt 
1 Teaspoonful of paprika 


Place all the ingredients in a tightly 
covered jar and shake vigorously. Store 
in the refrigerator until needed. Shake 
again before serving. 


Almond Cabbage Slaw 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
4 Cupfuls of finely shredded 
cabbage 
1 Cupful of shredded pineapple 
14 Cupful of slivered toasted 
almonds 
About 14 Cupful of mayonnaise or 
boiled salad dressing 
Chil! ingredients and mix lightly with 
two forks. Eight to 10 servings. 


Strawberry Ice Cream Meringues 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
Place baked tart shells on a board. 

Cover the bottom of each with hulled, 

washed strawberries, fill with straw- 

berry ice cream, and put a layer of 

meringue on top, completely covering 

the ice cream. Place in a hot oven 

under the broiler for one minute. 
Serve immediately. 


Canterbury Tartlets 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
1 Cupful of seedless raisins or 
currants 
2¢ Cupful of sugar 
1 Egg, slightly beaten 
1 Soda biscuit, rolled fine 
2 Tablespoonfuls of lemon juice 
Grated rind of 44 lemon 
Pastry 
Chop raisins finely or put through 
food chopper. Add the sugar, egg, 
biscuit crumbs, lemon juice and rind. 
Fill tiny tart shells which have been 
lined with pastry, and bake in a moder- 
ate oven (375 deg. F.) for 20 minutes. 


Filled Bouchees 

(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 

Bring one cupful of water to a boil in 
a saucepan, stir in 44 cupful of shorten 
ing until melted. Add one cupful of 
flour all at once and beat vigorously until 
the mixture leaves the edges of the pan 
and forms a ball. Remove at once from 
the heat and allow the mixture to cool 
slightly. Add four eggs, one at a time, 
beating thoroughly between each addi- 
tion. Add ¥% cupful of grated cheese, if 
desired, and stir well. Drop from a 
teaspoon onto a greased baking sheet 1144 
inches apart; round the batter a trifle to 
make a circular mound. Place in a hot 
oven (425 deg. F.) and bake for six 
minutes, reduce the temperature to 350 
deg. F. and continue baking for 15 
minutes. Do not remove from the oven 
until they are thoroughly baked. Cool 
and fill just before serving. 


Fillings— 

Hot: Creamed chicken, lobster or 
mushrooms. 

Cold: Ham, chicken, veal or salmon 
mixed with celery and mayon- 
naise lightly seasoned with salt 
and pepper. 


EAGLE-LION HEADLINERS 
2AGL8- 110, 


EXCEPTIONAL ENTERTAINMENT 


Stewart Granger * * * he 
applies a high polish to 
rough-house roles 





Most marked feature of postwar tastes 
in film entertainment has been the 
Canadian moviegoer’s eagerness for new 
favourites, 


* * * 


The most rapidly-rising group is to be 
found in the star line-ups of the J. Arthur 
Rank studios — and high in that group 
is Stewart Granger, the gypsy of 
MADONNA OF THE SEVEN MOONS 
and the soft-rock miner of LOVE 
STORY. He plays rough-house roles 


with a Mayfair manner. 


* * * 
In LOVE STORY, there is also the 


“Cornish Rhapsody’’ music and an 
advance view of Margaret Lockwood 
before her sensational approaching ap- 
pearance in THE WICKED LADY. In the 


latter hit, she stars with James Mason. 


* * * 


It's a toss-up with Canadian audiences 
whether | KNOW WHERE I'M GOING 
is an adventurous romance or a romantic 
adventure story but there is magnificent 
unanimity about the thrilling qualities 
of its true Highland background and 
its wild seacoast storm. The stars: 
Wendy Hiller, (Pygmalion) and Roger 
Livesay, (Col, Blimp). 


* * * 


TITLE CHANGE: THE NOTORIOUS 
GENTLEMAN is the new title, for 
Canada and the United States of the 
forthcoming Rex Harrison film, hitherto 
known as Rogue’s Progress. 


* * * 


Speaking of seacoasts, the fishing vil- 
lages in JOHNNY FRENCHMAN, like the 
cast, are both British and French. 
Francoise Rosay, the great Parisian star 
and Paul Dupuis, the Montreal discovery, 
are outstanding in the French-speaking 
division; Patricia Roc of MADONNA 
OF THE SEVEN MOONS and Tom 
Walls, the London comic, on the 
English side. 


* * * 


Eagie-Lion Pictures at your Favourite Theatre 
LE CEA ETT OL NE AI SOS AEP ASSES 
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by Dr. William E. Blatz 


Director, Insfjtte of Child Study, University of Toronto. 


Thekvolution 
1 a Parent 


Part If — A Child’s Imagination 





THERE HAS been a good deal of dis- 
cussion lately about the place in child 


e 


fairy tales, myths, Santa 


training of 


1 . ; 
Claus, witches and other aspects of our 





terary paraphernalia. And so it may 


be t mely to discuss this probiem now, 


especially as it Is pertinent to our dis- 


t 


cussion of parent-child relations. 


¢ 


The import I 


ince of security In thes« 
early years cannot be overemphasized. 
Most 
overzealous, in giving 


y the 
fail t 


parents are zealous, sometimes 


child physical 


security, but many oO realize that 


t 


the security based on faith and con- 


ing along the floor, the ring of the 
spoon against the side of his plate, the 
snowflakes falling, the automobile pass- 
These will, of course, 
become commonplace, but to the young 


ing the window. 
child the commonplace is the extra- 
ordinary. As he grows up, however, 
he learns, relatively slowly, that he 
He can tran- 
scend reality and manufacture a world 


has a marvellous power. 


apart from everyone else. He discovers 
It is a mistake to think 
that children are born with imagina- 


imagination. 


tion, for two reasons: first, Imagination 
requires experience for its development, 
just like any other skill; and second, 
as I have pointed out above, young 
children do not need imagination, the 
world itself is sufficient. 

Imagination is a comprehensive term 
for three distinct patterns: (1) relaxa- 
tion, (2) re-creation, and (3) compensa- 
All three patterns are useful if 
the child is to grow up to an interesting 


tion. 


adult. 


fidence in the parents is far more im- The child uses his imagination for 
portant. | There is only one way in relaxation after a period of more or 
which this faith and confidence can be Jess concentrated effort and, in common 
developed and that is through consis- speech, he lets his mind wander or he 
tent discipline. We have previously daydreams. From this pattern the 


discussed the broad aspects of disci- 


plineand we would suggest to our readers 


that they reread that article,* lest dis- 
cipline is considered only in the narrow 
concept of “‘handling problems.” — In 
this connection the question arises, 
“What shall I tell my child?” It is 
easv for the perfectionist to say, “‘Al- 
ways tell the truth.”” This answer would 


be far more reasonable if the word 


‘“alwavs”’ were left out, because undoubt- 
edly there are certain occasions upon 
which the truth should be told. There 
are, however, other occasions upon which 
is it difficult to discover what 


+ 


no only 
is the truth, but even if the truth is 
known it is justifiable at times to dis- 
tort it, as we shall see presently. 


The young child ts a realist. He 


finds the world filled with fascinating 


objects and thrilling experiences—the 


tern in the wallpape r, the ball mov- 


, 1944, 


*Chatelaine, Marcil 


child develops in a large measure his 
sense of humor. He places no rigid 
rule on the direction of his thinking 
and often the association of ideas is 
Later on he will 
enjoy sharing these experiences with 
others and will contribute in small 
measure what Lewis Carroll did in 
**Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland.” 
In re-creation he uses his imagination 
to re-sort his past experiences in novel 
directions and out of this skill he may 
develop a new picture, a new story, 
a new poem, or a new sonata. When- 
ever the child can understand, even 
to a small degree, a process, it is well 


strange and piquant. 


to satisfy his curiosity with the facts 
at the parent’s disposal. For example, 
if when bread is being made the child 
asks what causes the bubbles, one should 
try to explain the relationship between 
yeast and carbon dioxide. Or if the 
child asks the parent where his baby 








4 things all mother 








Should know about 


CASTORIA 





1. Is Castoria made especially for 
children > 


YES. Because children’s delicate 
systems can be easily upset and 
therefore need a special laxative. 


2 is Castoria a pleasant laxative 
to take >? 


YES. Children like the taste— 
so there's no struggle over getting 
them to take it. 


Castoria answers every need in a child’s 
laxative. Get it at your neighborhood 
druggist’s today. Be sure to ask for 
Castoria...the laxative that children like. 


CASTORIA 


The SAFE laxative 
made especially for children 





3 Is Castoria safe and mild, yet 
thoroughly effective ? 


YES. It works efficiently, and 
gently, without upsetting the 
child’s sensitive system. 


4 Is Castoria free from harsh 
drugs ? 


YES. There is 
Castoria to cause 
discomfort. 


nothing in 
griping or 
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HE STOLE A PACKAGE 
OF LUSHUS ff 


A CRAFTY OPERATOR like Three-Fingered 
Lou should know better than to ‘‘put the 
sleeve”? on such a commodity as Lushus, 
specially since this vivid tasting Jelly is 
wanted so badly by the police... not to 
mention everyone else! 


Yes, delicious, flavour-fresh Lushus is 
wanted by everyone who has even the 
faintest suspicion of what a good Jelly 
really is. Keep on the lookout for Lushus 
—we’re doing our best to see your grocer 
gets a fair share. When you find it you'll 
agree that your waiting was well rewarded 
... it’s really a swell dessert treat! 


b 
SHIRRIFFS 
A JELLY 
sé 4. 


DESSERT 


Made by the makers of Shirriff's MARMALADE and Shirriff's NEW DESSERTS 








A POWERFUL WEAPON 





ee 





Clothes and furnishings are still hard to get, so 
guard what you have carefully. There is no 
better insurance against costly moth damage 














than spraying with Fly-Tox. Fly-Tox kills 
all forms of moth life instantly. 
During long winter months moth larvae 


( 

as om YESS TORT 
\7& > 
hatch in dark, warm corners of 
your home, but Fly-Tox kills 
them before damage is done. 
Fly-Tox, developed by Rex 
Research, has maximum 
killing power, yet Fly-Tox 

is harmless to humans 

and pets. Get Fly-Tox 

— spray regularly — 

and forget about moth 

damage. 


FLY-TOX 





KILLS MOTHS AND OTHER 
INSECT PESTS 





The Princess Steps Down 


Continued from page 79 


behind her. “Are you coming?” she 
demanded over her shoulder. 

His face hardened, took on a stubborn 
look. “‘No.” He shook his head, then 
said, “Not tonight.” 

She hesitated, searching for the right 
words. It seemed to her that this was a 
very important moment. 

“I’m waiting, Larry,” she said finally. 

“You've been having your own way 
too much recently,” he said. His eyes 
were flinty, the warmth was gone from 
them. 

Susan started for the door, started 


turned to see about a yard of the black 
lace overdress under Larry’s foot. 

““You—you did that on purpose,” she 
accused, striving to hold back angry 
tears. 

“Uh-uh!” His eyes were guileless. 
“Sorry.” 

“That dress cost $300.” It was a silly 
thing to say, but Susan was frightened. 
This was a new Larry. The other women 
gathered around with offers of needles 
and thread. “It’s all right,” she said. 
““There’s an underdress.”” Susan had a 
feeling as if some menace, some threat 
was coming closer. She pushed this 
thought away. Everything would be all 
right. Larry was home and they had 
everything that anyone could ever want. 

Larry appeared in front of her with a 
sandwich. “‘Here,” he said. ‘Make you 
feel better.”’ His eyes were innocent as 
he said, “‘You can’t go to the club in a 
torn dress. Guess we'll just have to 
stay here.” 

Susan took a furious bite at the sand- 
wich, then a giggle grew into a laugh and | 
she gurgled, “Larry, you're hopeless.”’ | 

“For She’s a Jolly Good Fellow,’ | 
started Sam Wilcox, who had been| 
holding his breath until that moment. | 
The volume of that chorus swelled until | 
the children started crying again, to die | 
away raggedly as white-coated attend-| 
ants propelled a stretcher into the room. 

“It’s Mike!” A concerted rush of men 
surrounded the wheeled stretcher, from 
which a gay voice called,“ Hiya, fellows.” 
It was the only greeting of which the 
stretcher’s occupant was capable, for he 
had no arms. 

Susan’s hand bit into Larry’s arm. | 
“Who is it?” she asked. 

Larry’s voice was quiet and tight as | 


|fast. She felt a jerk at her dress and} B& 





he answered. “It’s one of their buddies 
who was really messed up. They asked | 
me if they could send for him, when} 
they saw this spot. They wanted to| 
have him with them for the get-together 

until they left.” 

Susan’s lips trembled momentarily, 
but she turned them into a smile as she 


went to stand beside the stretcher. “‘ Hi, 
soldier,” she said. “ You like cold cuts?”’ 

Mike’s smile was effortless as he said, 
“Sure do! But you don’t look like a| 
cold cut.” 

The roar of laughter this occasioned 
eased any restraint which his arrival 
had put on the group. The party be- 
came boisterous again, and Susan 
directed the placing of the stretcher so 
that it was the central point of every- 
thing. Later, Larry heard her telling 
Mike about a new place in the country 
she knéw of. She made it sound very 
fine. 

Sam drifted by and Larry put a 





detaining hand on his arm. “Sam,” he 
# Continued on page 101 






THE 


(hdl SG 
IS YOUR 
RESPONSIBILITY 


When little feet first bear a child’s 
weight the bones are soft, the 
arches unsteady. Incorrect shoes 
can cause many foot troubles that, 
through the nervous system, 
produce disturbances in other 
areas of high sensitivity and less 
resistance. 


Savage Shoes are built over 
scientifically designed lasts —con- 
structed to give maximum sup- 
port to tiny feet. They are not 
corrective but correct. 

We want to emphasize too, the 
importance of fitting children’s 
shoes properly. The Savage Shoe 
dealer in your community recog- 
nizes his responsibility in this 
regard. 


If you would like a free copy of our 
booklet ‘Care of the Feet,'' please 
write to us at Preston 


BROUWER RESEARCH 
SANDY SAVAGE + RED SCHOOL HOUSE 
HURLBUT > PIED PIPER 
JACK AND JILL 


MICKEY MOUSE 


se 


Savage Shoe 


COMPANY LIMITED 


PRESTON EV ONTARIO 














Views, Baby’s Own Soap is 
made especially for babies. I'll 
have to ask you to save it all for 
me until there is a larger supply”. 


Only a special soap should be used 
on a baby’s delicate skin. General- 
purpose soaps are too strong... 
not pure enough for baby. 75 years 
of research and experience have 
won Baby’s Own Soap the recom- 
mendation of doctors, nurses and 
skin specialists everywhere. All 
Baby’s Own Toiletries are the 
purest, and gentlest you can get for 
baby’s tender skin. 


Gift Sets on Sale in 
60c and $1.10 Sizes 





| The Princess Steps Down 


Continued from page 98 


said softly, “I’m beginning to feel good; 
but very, very good. Don’t look now, 
but I think I’m winning the peace.” 


THE WESTBOND ESTATE was well 
out beyond the city, set in broad rolling 
hills. The house was wide-fronted, 
stone, with crenelated towers breaking 
into the facade at intervals. Leaded 
French windows, 12 feet high, opened 
on a terrace where Larry and Susan sat 
on the stone balustrade, the sun warm 
on their backs. 

Larry’s eyes would run over the house, 
then return to his fiancée’s sober face. 
She was wearing a simple tweed suit 
with a matching hat, and looked 
younger than she had the previous 
evening. 

“What do you think of it?” she asked. 
They had just completed an indoor 
inspection which had consumed an hour. 

“Just what you do.” He offered a 
cigarette and they smoked in silence. 
It was a silence which had been with 
them on the drive out, during the tour 
of the house, and which neither of them 
seemed eager to break. It was Larry who 
finally spoke. 

“Lots of places like this in France 
only there aren’t any windows... 
And all the people are dead.” 

“Don’t.” Her voice was strained. 

“All these people are dead too,” he 
said thoughtfully. 

“There’s you and me.” 

“Yes, there’s us.” Silence fell again, 
and again Larry broke it. ‘You know 
what I’d been promising myself?” 

Her encouraging “What?” was merely 
a breath. 

“TI was going togeta farm ... Nota 
big place, but big enough so I could 
make a living. Somewhere to put down 
roots.”” His eyes seemed to be viewing a 
long-remembered picture. “I’d have a 
cow, few pigs, chickens, fruit trees—you 
know what I mean.” 

She did know. Often, before he went 
into the Navy, Larry had told her of his 
father’s farm, where his youth had been 
spent. And there had been the same 
nostalgic note in his voice. 

His laugh was a harsh mirthless sound. 
they all 
want farms when they leave the sea.” 


““Guess I’m a real sailor now 


She turned, brown eyes pensive, and 
said, “I have a farm, Larry.” 

He waited for her to continue. 

“Out West 

“a ranch, | I think George said 
of a ranch, | guess. I think George sai 
there. are 5,000 head of the best beef 
cattle.” 


He stood up 


a cattle farm ... more 


abruptly, his heel 
grinding his cigarette. ‘Trust George 
to know the exact number.” 

“Don’t you like George?” 

“It isn’t whether I like him or not.” 
He swung to face her, his eyes searching. 
**You like him a lot, don’t you?” 

She refused to look up. “‘He’s been a 
great help.” 

“That isn’t what I mean.” 

‘Larry, don’t be silly!’ Her voice was 
suffering for them both, and her hands 
became fists as her eyes rose to his face. 
“Are you trying to tell me that you 
don’t love me any more?” 

hig: It was a 
carrying statement. 

She stood up, her arms reaching for 
him. ‘‘Larry, what’s the matter? Even 
last night, when | did as you wanted 


flat, conviction- 
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F 
A 


ic baby contented 
rith a fenced-in existence 
is largely a matter of adjusting 
him to the idea when he is 
very young. By placing him in 
a playpen around the fourth 
month—before he has dis- 
covered the joys of locomotion 
—you’ll find he’ll be happier 
to lead a fairly confined life 
after he learns to crawl. 
Giving baby foods he’ll 
enjoy—and thrive on—is 
another important part of 
keeping him contented. Heinz 
Strained Foods have all the 









Notice the difference in 


ENCE BABY IN 
N EARLY AGE! 


flavour, colour and texture of — 


HEINZ BABY FOODS 
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natural, inviting flavours of 
garden-fresh fruits and vege- 
tables scientifically cooked 
and packed within hours of 
harvesting. You'll appreciate 
their convenience—and their 
quality, which is protected by 
a famous 77-year reputation. 
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Of Course You Are, Baby 
—with Mother giving you the 
best of food and care. Take 
those Aylmer Strained Peaches 
she fed you for lunch—how 
you loved them! But Mother 
also knows Aylmer steam-pres- 
sure cooks them to help retain 
vitamins and minerals you need 
to grow big andibeautiful. 


Yes, Mother knows she can always rely on Aylmer Baby 
Foods for purity and quality. For Aylmer prepares Canada’s 
finest fruits and vegetables in spotless kitchens. . . strains them 
27/1000ths of an inch for easier digestion. 20 Aylmer varieties, 


FREE —Send today for your helpful booklet, “‘A 
Well-fed Baby Is a Happy Child”. Write Dept. 
Bll, Canadian Canners Ltd., Hamiton, Canada, 


YLMER, 


BABY FOODS 
Your Baby Deserves AYLMER Quality 


Your grocer stocks these varieties of Aylmer Baby Food: Vegetable Soup—Vege- 
table, Liver & Beef Soup—Asparagus—Beets—Carrots—Green Beans—Peas—Peas 
@ Carrote—Squash & Carrots—Spinach—Wazx Beans—Tomato Juice—Vegetable 
Juices—Prune Custard Dessert—Apricot Custard Dessert—Pineapple Custard Des- 
sert—A pplesauce—A pricots—Peaches—Prunes—Pears. 








Goddard's 












due to high altitudes, 
speed and sudden 
changes, relieved with 






Silver Polishes 


100 years untarnished reputation 





Made in 
Britain 





Gor-ray skirts for 
work or play are 
always smart—best 
English and Scotch 









material, London 
tailor cut, and in 
stock at the best 
shops—look for the 


label 









Please cable * Hack, London” 


SOLE MANUFACTURERS; C. STILLITZ, ROYAL LEAMINGTON SPA, WARWICKSHIRE, ENGLAND 
PS 


Trade enquiries : 


brother came from, it is relatively simple 
to give him as much of the truth as 
he can understand, because these phe- 
nomena will recur again and again in 
his experience. 

And finally, he may use his imagina- 
tion to compensate for the inevitable 
frustrations that arise in learning to 
grow up. This is usually termed the 
““escape mechanism.” It is a mistake, 
however, to think that this is a wholly 
dangerous form of imagination. It is 
only dangerous when the individual 
begins to believe that this method of 
escape is more significant than the frus- 
tration. If the individual, for instance, 
got more satisfaction out of an imagin- 
ary meal, however epicurean, than from 
a plate of pork and beans, there might 
be cause for alarm. But if, as happened 
many times in England during the war, 
one ate the austerity diet and com- 
pensated by thinking of a pre-war 
banquet, perhaps good rather than harm 
followed. 

Now during the early years of the 
child’s life it is the responsibility of 
the parents to develop these three kinds 
of imagination, and since language is 
a common tool for developing imagina- 
tion, the parent finds it necessary to 
use words strung together in the form 
of a story. And it is more than obvious 
that when one tells the child a story 
in order to relax him from the cares 
and worries of the day one needn't 
adhere strictly to the truth. And so 
the three little bears who talk and 
complain about Goldilocks’ cavalier 
treatment of their home is certainly 
not the truth, but cannot be harmful 
unless one uses this tale to point up 
a moral, which, of course, would be 
egregious folly. 

In order to stimulate re - creation 
stories are told of the deeds of invent- 
ors, scientists, explorers, and in this 
connection the parent should adhere as 
strictly to the truth as it is known. 

And finally, there are occasions upon 
which some compensation is afforded 
by such myths as Santa Claus, the 
good fairy, Aladdin and the Lamp. 
There are some who say that the Santa 
Claus myth is a lie. Undoubtedly it 
is not the truth, but since it does per- 
tain to what later on will be called 
Providence, and is not told with the 
intention to deceive or pervert an exist- 
ing phenomenon, it can do no harm. 

By a judicious use of examples these 
three patterns may be developed side 
by side, and whether the child turns 
into an adult who will write a_ best 
seller in fiction, or follow in the footsteps 
of the Curies, or design stage sets, 
doesn’t really matter. At least there 
will emerge an adult who can appre- 
ciate all three. 

There is one aspect of imagination 
in younger children that is often men- 
tioned, namely, that one should prevent 
them from learning about or listening 
to or watching scenes of horror. I am 
coming to the belief that when chil- 
dren react strongly to such situations 
fear has been employed as a disciplinary 
method. Children whose faith and con- 
fidence in their parents have never been 
destroyed or shaken do not react strongly 
to such situations. I should say that 
no such child will be afraid that the 
witch will snatch him from his parents 
or that the genii emerging from the 
bottle has sinister intentions. One may 
criticize such situations on the basis 
of bad taste, but they can never affect 
adversely children whose parents have 


never given them cause to doubt that 
their position in the affection of both 
parents is ever threatened. 


Tell your children the truth by all 


means, but never have so little faith 
in their faith and confidence in you 
that you cannot sometimes deliberately 
depart from the truth where the issue 
is one of training the imagination in 
the three directions mentioned above. 


A Note to Brides 


Continued from page 44 


Too many brides look upon marriage 
as the end of their problems or the 
beginning of their liberty. But liberty 
is not an absolute value, it is purely 
relative. Marriage is a partnership on a 
50-50 basis. It is a sharing of responsi- 
bility in the establishment of a home— 
a home that represents the true wealth 
of this amazing, great country of ours, 
and no complete without 
children. I must say once again to the 
brides of this year or last: Do not let 
yourselves join the ranks of those who 
leave it until it is too late. You, our 
youth today—strong, intelligent, fine— 
are needed for the fathers and mothers of 
tomorrow, for a great race of happy 
sturdy Canadian peoples. And it is 
a solemn fact that you will, by taking the 
first step toward family life, assure your 
own continued happiness. # 


home Is 





A 


SRSA, 


Keen GERMS 
away prom baby! 


ABY’S nursing bottles 

should be hospital-clean 
at all times. That's why 
Pyrex nursing bottles are 
best. You can sterilize them 
all you like and they won't 
break . boil-proof and 
chill-proof. Special flat sides 
prevent rolling. Get Pyrex 
nursing bottles today. Made 
by Corning Glass Works. 
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GUARANTEED REPLACEMENT — 
if broken from temperature 
shock 
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PYREX 
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Get the |. 
GENUINE: 7 









APPLEFORD'S 


food-daver 


= HEAVY WAXED PAPER 
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NESTLE SD 
BABY HAIR TREATMENT 
GAVE THEM TO ME 


Adorable curls can frame your 
baby’s face. For over 20 years 
thousands of Mothers have helped 
give their babies curls and ring- 
lets with Nestle Baby Hair Treat- 
ment. Start using Baby Hair Treat- 
ment when second growth of hair 
is about one inch long. Buy a 
bottle today. 


Sold at all drug and 
department stores. 






Westlee 


BABY rehome 
HAIR TREATMENT 


$12 


Good for 100 treatments. 





BOTTLE MAKES 
1 QUART 





...AND LOOK 10 
_ YEARS YOUNGER 


@ Now, at home, you can quickly tint telltale gray to 
natural-appearing shades—from lightest blonde to dark- 
est black. Brownatone and a small brush does it—or your 
money back. Approved by thousands—Brownatone is 
guaranteed harmless when used as directed, No skin test 
needed. The principal coloring agent is a purely vege- 
table derivative with iron and copper salts added for fast 
action. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting—does not 
wash out. Just brush or comb it in. One application 
imparts desired color. Simply retouch, as new gray ap- 
pears. Easy to prove on a test lock of your hair. 50c 
and $1.50 at druggists. Get BROW NATONE now, or 


Write for FREE TEST BOTTLE 


Mention natural color of your hair. Send a post card 
today—BROW NATONE, Dept. 125, COVINGTON, KY. 





Z.B.T. protects Bill against 


“ACID-MOISTURE” 


4 ' 3 
Now Bill's no longer a cry baby! And Bill 
will hold that sunny smile! He’s happy—and 
comfortable! With Z.B.T. Baby Powder, his 
delicate baby skin is protected fzom the sting- 
ing, smarting discomfort of “acid-moisture.” 


wre, 
hsrdve be 


acid-mois- 


Z.B.T. helps 


—— ‘4. oii. 
Gaeaners slide, not stick. 


boSsarS 


co” better. 


ZBI. 


The Baby Powder made 
with Olive Oil! 





oe 
wo. 


“Scratch 


Larry was standing in the doorway, and 
nich ook, 


Georgie-Porgy, we can get along without 


a lawyer and find a 


he also carried a newspaper. 
you.” 
blinded the 
lawyer to danger. “This is your fault,” 
shaking the 
“You 
Larry’s large hand closing on the collar 
“Don’t 
know gentlemen don’t crash a lady’s 
| asked 


boudoir?” 
uly, as he marched the lawyer out of 


Personal considerations 


he cried, paper under 


” 


Larry’s nose. made _ her 


of his coat silenced him. you 


Larry conversation- 


the room, 
The had 


spectator, but Susan’s voice brought her 


maid been an interested 
to attention. “Shut the door and bring 
me a dress.” 

Larry was lounging on a sofa in the 
the cold 


into the 


morning room. “I sent for 


cuts,” he said, as Susan came 


room. He was trying to give the 
impression of complete relaxation, but 
his eyes betrayed inner tension, which 
changed to relief when she went natur- 
ally, unhesitatingly into his arms. 
Afterward she asked, “*What happened 
to your hand?” 

The grazed knuckles seemed to please 
him. “I hit it on something.” 

Susan did not seek clarification, but 
asked, “‘What upset George so much?” 

He spread the newspaper before her. 
There banner headline, under 
which the picture taken in the lobby last 
night made her look wide-eyed and a 
little frightened. 


“I’ve been giving away your money, 


was a 


honey . all of it.” 


“Giving away my money!” Susan 
read Sam Wilcox’s exclusive story out- 
had 
Miss 
Teesdale’s home for crippled veterans. 
““DAITY; YOU. s+ -aou She kept her 


eyes fastened on the paper so he couldn’t 


lining the terms on which she 


donated all her inheritance to 


see their expression, the light in their 


depths. “So that’s the story I confirmed 


! 


last night! Not that our engagement 


was off.” 

“Sam and I had a lot of fun writing 
that.” Larry 
their efforts. 


sounded very pleased 
‘And I wish you 
she'll 


His arm 


with 
could have heard old Teesdale 
be round later to thank you.” 
tightened around her. “Did you really 
think I’d give you up? You got a lot 
to learn, gal. I figured it was time 
someone separated you from all that 
You didn’t know what it was 
Moving trees for 


+ 


museums LO 


dough. 
about half the time. 
hang 


$1,500; endowing 


a bunch of stuffed-shirts tm; five cars 
Look, 


yvou’re going to live on a real farm . . 


and like it.” 


Susan had a correction 
she made it firmly. 

“Not like it, love it! 
When she could speak again, she said, 
“I’m mad at you, Larry Murdock.” 


Larry looked as if he } 


enjoved having 
het mad at 


not counting the stationwagon. 


to make and 


” 


Larry 


him, as he accepted the 
sheet of paper from her. 
giving my 


“That’s mv statement 


money to Miss Teesdale. I wrote it last 
ht. I was going to have George give 
I thought it might make 
Money’s all 


but not when you’ve got so much 


nig 


it out today. 


you change your mind. 


right, 
you have to worry about it all the time. 
And, so help me, I realized I’d had all 

from in It 


the fun there was now on In 


I | 
would have been awful. Especially 


, 


; P ; ey ; 
without you,” she finished her voice 


muffled as she buried her face in his 


shoulder. > 
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BABY: Why, Mom! Don’t 
you like being me — 
and wearing my pretty 
bonnet? 

MOM: Frankly, no! I’m learning fast — that 
in a baby’s life, clothes are just one more 
thing to bother his skin and make him 
uncomfortable! 


BABY: Carry that a step farther, Mom. 
Doesn't it suggest something you could 
do for me? Like maybe a little attention 
with Johnson’s Baby Oil and Johnson's 
Baby Powder? 


MOM: Angel, I've been a delinquent mam- 
ma! Gracious — a baby’s poor little 
skin certainly does need something to 
protect it. What do I do? 





ohne 


BABY 
POWDER 


| Gohmrow Gohuvrow 


here Bedi woom 


LimiTEeo 
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BABY: Now you’re talking! First, smooth me 
all over with Johnson’s pure, gentle 
Baby Oil, after my bath. Use some more 
when you change me — to help prevent 
what Doctor calls “urine irritation’’! 


MOM: As good as done. Then what? 


BABY: You know how chafes and prickles 
bother me when I get warm and per- 
spiry? Chase ‘em— with cool sprinkles 

of Johnson’s Baby Powder 

..~+ Well, Mom — that’s the 

story! 

MOM: Let's hurry the happy 

ending! Off to the store for 

Johnson's! 





ehy 


= Johnson’s Baby Oil 
Johnson's Baby Powder 
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BEAUTY! 


ADD GLAMOROUS COLOUR IN 
FASHION’'S LATEST SHADES. 
TINT LINGERIE, BLOUSES AND 
NIGHTGOWNS TO NEW 
COLOUR-FRESHNESS. 
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Baby’s Safety Depends 
upon YOU H 


, 


4 - eee 
: ee eal 
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tae Cbs ee 


Me -TENDA Safet 


YOUR BABY 


Pes 


SERIOUS FALLS! 


The reason thousands of Doctors recommend the BABEE- 
TENDA Safety Chair is because they know only too well that 
falling high chairs cause many serious and fatal accidents. 
The Safety Halter Strap prevents Baby from climbing out and 
mother can go about her work knowing Baby can’t pull him- 
self over or that smaller children can’t push Baby over. The 
BABEE-TENDA Safety Chair is 22’’ high by 25’’ square and 
cannot be pulled or pushed over. Baby Specialists say that 
Baby should not be fed at the table — there are too many 
distractions that lead to emotional upsets that result in im- 
proper feeding. Gcod feeding habits can be developed by 
placing the BABEE-TENDA Safety Chair near the table. It 
can be used outdoors and folds compactly for traveling. Later, 
after Baby outgrows the seat, it can be converted into a 
Sturdy play table. 


Copyright 1945 by The Babee-Tenda Corp. of Canada, Limited 


=} NOT SOLD IN STORES € 


Solid only direct to you through authorized agents. Write 
for free instructive folders and name of nearest agent. 
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Next time eyes are 
overtired or rane 
ut two ye 
urine in each eye. 
Right away it starts to 
soothe, comfort and 
cleanse. Make this 
two-drop test... .en- 
oy the relief that 
urine brings. Murine 
was originated by an 
eye physician. Use it 
to_ cleanse, relax 
refresh your eyes. 


Pernt 
For Your EYES 


Se eaa ee), 


lo i 
MLL 


tg! 





Pain, Burning, Tender- 
ness Quickly Relieved 


You'll quickly forget you 
have painful callouses, ten- 
derness or burning on the 
bottom of your feet when 
you use soothing, cushion- 
ing Super-Soft Dr. Scholl’s 
Zino-pads! Instantly relieve 
pressure on the sensitive 
spot. Speedily remove cal- 
louses when used with the 
separate Medications in- 
cluded. Cost but a trifle. 
At all Drug, Shoe, Dept. 
Stores and Toiletry Coun- 
ters. Insist on Dr. Scholl’s, 
LOOK FOR THE PATENTED HEART 
SHAPE WITH PINKED EDGE 


D! Scholls Zino-pads 













and stayed at the party, it wasn’t the 
same as It sq 

A tactful cough held them apart, 
halted her abruptly. 

‘Excuse me,” said a man. ‘I’m 
Warren Hildare—the landscape gar- 
dener. Mr. Fairweather phoned that 
you were coming, Miss Hastings. It’s 
about moving those pine trees.” His 
hand indicated four ageless giants. 

“Move those!” Larry spoke ippeal- 
ingly. “‘Surely you can’t move them? 


They look about 65 feet high.” 
“Taller than that.” 


confident, assured of his ability to handle 


He was smilingly 


the transplanting. 


“Why move them?” ~~ Larry was 
lighting another cigarette. He had 


although 


look 


difficulty with the 
there no wind, 
fine where they are.” 
‘*Possibly you don’t realize they break 
the front of the house? Mr. 
has always 


match, 


was still “They 


Fairweather 
felt they’d add immensely 
if they were placed on the sides.” 

“If Mr. Fairweather has studied it, | 
guess you’d better do it,’ 
“How much will it cost?” 

“Not very much. About $1,500 per 
tree.” 

se ook,” “Ww hen 
you get this settled, I’ll be in the car. 
The clip of his heels was a loud sound as 
he passed down the terrace. 

When Susan entered the convertible, 
Larry’s start spurted gravel from the 


> 
said Susan. 


said Larry suddenly, 


wheels. “‘ You going to move them?”’ he 
asked. 
ee ‘ : 
“Yes.” Susan was silent for a moment. 


“Heaven knows, I don’t understand 
about lines or facades and so on. . 
so the only thing to do is what peopl 
who do know say should be done.” 

“Like George?” 

“Well, yes—’ 

“Seems like a grim outlook for the 
years ahead, doesn’t it?” 

‘Are you trying to frighten me?” 

“No, trying to remind you that you 
used to think for yourself.” 

“Don’t be so horrid, I still do.’ 

“Check on it, will you, baby?” 
They turned into the highway as she 


said, “‘Larry—what’s the matter with 


us? 
getting back. 
““Well, that’s some consolation.” 
She tried again. 


I was so looking forward to 


” 


you 


‘1 thought you were 


glad I had all this? You wrote me you 
were.” 

“*T was.” 

“What made you change your mind? 
Not George, surely? 

“George . . . and other things.” 

“Larry, you know I won’t stand 


jealousy.” 

He braked the car to a stop. “* Look,” 
he said, “‘I’m not one of your servants! 
You'll stand for whatever I like Pa 
This was some- 
Perhaps if they had it 


SCC 
Susan’s eves blazed. 

thing tangible. 

out 
ve 


orders elt her ! 


to stand for 


I’m not going to have 


don’t have your 
you passing your opinion on everything 
I do. If you can’t 
as they are—then you'll just have to get 
She 


ultimat um, 


get along with things 


along without them.” realized the 


seriousness of her but was 


unable to stop herself from issuing it. It 


| + 


was as if she were driving a runaway 


Her heart was racing 
breath. 


team down a hill. 


she was holding her Zut she 


couldn’t stop. 
He opened the door and slid out, rais- 


ing his hand an approaching truck, 
“That’s fine with me! I'll give a state- 
ment to the press—to Sam Wilcox. He 





oe 


tan was . 
too cautious 


_— Stan plays 
outside he 
doesn’t seem to have 
any real fun. If his 
friends are playing 
ball, healways makes 
sure he’s not in the 
way of the ball. He 
never really enters into 
things at all, as if he’s 





JANET POWER 


Practical psychologist and 
mother of three of the kind of 
children you'd like to know 


afraid of getting Aurt. 
I know he won't get hurt because I keep an 
eye on things and caution him not to go out 
when ROUGH BOYS are around.”’ 

Well, it looks as if 


SUCCESS ... in making 


mother, you re a 


Stan a sissy! I'd say 
you've gone too far in protecting him trom 
“rough Never shield a normal boy 
from the kind of play that’s essential to 


his growth! 


’ boys. 


Boys are not gentle creatures. They are 


noisy, rough, unmindful of the NICETIES 
of life. They are BUBBLING OVER with 
energy, much of it waste energy... much 


of it frightening to us more timid grown- 
ups! Don’t be afraid of Stan’s getting hurt 
. MOST lively boys pick up a scratch or 
two in their play, but few of their accidents 
are serious. Let Stan go out and TAKE WHAT 
. and once in a while tarn j 
back on his activities, so that he doesn’t 
always feel you’re MINDING him! 
Sometimes we adults forget that a boy 
has to LEARN caution the hard way... in 
his own way. You can’t rear a healthy boy 
in a downy nest! His playtime experiences 
» SELF-CONFIDENCE he will 
AS II 


COMES . 


can give him the 
need to FACE LIF! 


**Sulks’”’ at Breakfast? 


Does your child dawdle over his breakfast 

. object to whatever you put in front of 
him? When children sit and play with their 
food, it’s often a sign that 
unattractive. You can brighten breakfast- 


COMES! 


the food is 

So et ee real ti a sna 
time by serving a cereal that 1s fun to eat, 
eat! Kellogg’s Rice 
listen 


as well as good to 


Children love 


Krispies! to to the 
cheery Snap-Crackle-Pop the Rice Krispies 
make when you pour on milk or cream. 
It's AMUSING . “Rice 
Krispies’’ is a registered trade mark of the 


Kellogg Company of Canada Limited for 


they want more! 


its delicious brand of oven-popped rice. 
Get some tomorrow! 


THE MOTHERS’ FORU M 


Kellogg's want to share with others the solu- 
tions you mothers have found for your ot 
children’s problems. Have you an interesting 
story? If so—write to Mothers’ Forum, Box 
CH-15, London, Ontario. Kellogg's will t 


l pay 
= 4 ’ / 4 pay 
$5.00 for each setter used Mm this column, 


” 
Un 


* My child likes the dentist” 


writes Mrs. Ellis 


; ae spare my child terror of che 
de sntist, I always took her with me wher 
ever I had to go. She watched as 
“Mummy’s toof’s’ were attended to. So 
she accepted the idea of dentist offices 
and the sound of the drill. In fact 
insisted on playing this ‘game’ too. * s 
when the child 1 received her first filling she 
went through the experience with cor 
plete composure.” 


she 


mr 





, 
announcement. 
She 


really 


can use an exclusive 
“What are you going to say?” 

vas frightened. She hadn’t 

expected him to react this way. She had 


then sl 


hoped to make him give in 1e 
would be magnanimous and they would 
be happy again. 

As the 


raised his ve ice. 


truck slowed to a he 
““\fiss Susan Hastings 


iorm her 


stop, 


| fori 
regrets to In adoring pul 


ement 
She is 


that she is breaking her engag 


em 1 1 
1s Decause she realizes that it 
} 


the His head 


came throug the 


“You'll have 


Good-by !”’ 
he of 


sett 


Dest. 
h t 
to 


all for 
window cab. 


le the 


Towers—I can’t afford it.” 

As the exhaust fumes of the truck bit 
at her nostrils, she kept repeating, 
Thi ink goodness that’s over!” She was 


with un 
to check 


ears which were partly from anger, 


handkerchief 
doing 


rrying her 


aes fingers, nothing 


the 


partly from sorrow. 


Later, when Susan drove up to her 
apartment building, she was bone tired 
and her brain was exhausted from trv! 


to think things through to a te 
ending. She'd been driving, in no 
special direction, ever since the scene 
with Larrv. She left the car with the 


doorman and entered the lobby. 


Sam Wilcox hurried from a corner, the 
photographer close on his heels un- 
limbering his camera. ** Miss Hastings,” 
he said. “| wanted to confirm this story 
Larry gave me. He says he told you 
about it. Will you confirm it?” He held 
outa sheet of paper. 

Susan stood with her hands rigid by 
her side. She couldn’t bear to read tl 
story. “*Yes,”’ she said, “it’s true. And 
I’m glad, do you hear?” 

Susan walked miles across the floor 


of her bedroom. At first her manner was 


distraught, her steps quick then slow, 


her turns abrupt. She had to think of 
some way to show Larry that he had 
made a mistake. She just had to! Then 
a peacefulness came over her, like the 
quiet that comes with a _ decision 
reached. Her eyes, which had been 


: é' 
troubled, became determined 


Before she r Fair- 


weather to earth in his club, told him she 


dee ply 


and clear. in George 


wanted to see him first thing in the 
morning, she covered a sheet of paper 
with sprawling words, She could 
prepare a statement fol the press too. 


SUSAN’S DIS( 


across her 


ARDED breakfast tray 


reposed feet. Her eyes were 


- \ 
with excitement she felt this 
the 


day, most 


But 


comiort 


De an important 


mportant day tn her she was in 


no hurry to leave the 


bed. He r peach negiigee, trimmed with 


mad her look like a child 


m isquerading as : her hair was 


marabou, 


lul 
an aduit 


1 ° 
tem] poraruy arcanged in an upsweep. 


i 


as smiling i 


gently to herself. 


his charming picture had no effect 


on Cx oree 


ner 


Fairweather when he erupted 
into 


her 


this intrusion. 


room about two steps behind 


maid, who was 


protesting against 


‘It’s all right, Jenny,” said Susan. “1 


: ' : 

know I said early, George. But , 
The lawye! 

amenities, 


He 
| 


I | ' 
paper like a Dattle 
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Our Daily Bread 


—let’s share it! 


N CANADA we have been able to pray for it with 

confidence. Because wheat and flour have ranked 

high on our national assets statements, and be- 
cause most of us have been conditioned to accept 
surpluses and carry overs as an unchanging fact, it 
is difficult, sometimes impossible, to imagine a daily 
existence without this staple—and with no substi- 
tutes available. Yet there are millions of people at 
this moment—gaunt women, tired men, pale chil- 
dren—whose most tantalizing dreams build up to 
the climax of a plain loaf of bread. 

Over vast areas of the world hunger is on the 
prowl; it “sits,” as Mr. Herbert Hoover phrased it, 
“at the table thrice daily in hundreds of millions of 
homes.” He has put it as a sober estimate that 20 
million children in Europe are developing tubercu- 
losis, rickets, anaemia and other diseases. The crisis 
will continue until next autumn’s harvests are in. 

Canada has a record second to none for sharing 
her food supplies with those who have been in need— 
with Britain, India, Greece and with other nations 
through the UNRRA organization. In proportion 
to our population we have sent and are still sending 
more food than any other country in the world—a 
fact all the more remarkable when we consider that 
during this period Canada’s own diet has improved. 

But so long as hunger marches, and starvation and 
disease are just one step behind, we can’t take time 
off to muse on past generosities. Nor can we let the 
emergency remain merely a newspaper headline. 
Action is required—voluntary action in our own 
homes and shops and in our eating habits: the kind 
of individual response which rolls up an impressive 
mass result. To the question, “What can you or I do 
to help?” the new conservation campaign, sponsored 
by our Dominion Government, answers with the fol- 
lowing points: 

1. Eat less of certain foods: wheat, meat, 
edible fats and oils, eggs, cheese. There are many 
substitutes available; no Canadian menu need suffer. 
Save and use meat dripping in your own kitchen. 
Waste no flour. Plan your shopping carefully so that 
there will be no bearded crusts to be removed from 
the bread box. Be stingy with the garbage can. 

2. Plant a vegetable garden. The skill you 
acquired with Victory gardens of other years can be 
employed with the same high conscience this season. 
Fresh produce from your own back yard will be a 
nutritious substitute for foodstuffs needed abroad. 

It is pointed out that by voluntary saving and 
conservation at home, and in restaurant service too, 
foodstuffs in short supply become automatically 
available for hungry people overseas, and the maxi- 
mum efficiency and speed in bulk shipment and dis- 
tribution can be achieved. Group collections of food- 
stuffs by churches or clubs, no matter how well-inten- 
tioned, have been found uneconomical and ineffec- 
tual; frequently, in order to make up “the bundle,” 
local shops have been stripped to an alarming extent, 
and a strain put on our own distribution machinery. 

This is the new picture, into which all women who 
manage a home—indeed, all Canadians who eat three 
meals a day—are asked to fit themselves. There can 
hardly be any doubt as to the answer. When a 
country has given its finest manpower to win a war, 
and risen to an unsuspected strength in the con- 
tribution of science and materials, there could surely 
be no dispute over the simple sharing of our daily 
bread with the victims of the aftermath. 


hor. Sli hhacple Som 


Vol. 18, 


CONTENTS 


Cover: Natural color photograph by Pagano 


FICTION 


WW IRIE BIOS fin fo. 0.80 cece ole Elizabeth Allen 


The Difficult Cross... 


Afraid in the Night.... 
The Princess Steps Down. . 
Molly and the Moonlight. . 


GENERAL FEATURES 


Foreword and Footnotes............... 
A House and Its Garden... 
I’m a Flying Housewife 


Don’t Delay Parenthood......... 


Balletomania in Winnipeg... 
Our Daily Bread..... Mary-Etta Macpherson 


FASHION 


The Bride. . 
Your Trousseau........... 


Ruth MacLachlan Franks, M.D. 
Harriet Duff Smith 


Paul Ernst 

Mary Richart 

S. Casey Wood, Jr. 
... Dorothy Bonnell 


J. C. Smith 
Dorothy Leone Edgar 


Evelyn Kelly 


Sewing for the Bride (patterns).................. 


Sunny Days Ahead (patterns) 


Sentimental Stitches............... 
er ee SRUOWOO. . oo <a cs es ccee uns 


eee rire Evelyn Kelly 
ee MS iy kc kes oui eb ee eee Marie LeCerf 
BEAUTY 


He Loves Me . . . He Loves Me Not 


Rs ......,. Adele White 


HOME PLANNING 


Pienting the Garden... .... 666060 


HOUSEKEEPING 
“‘The Reception Was Held at Home” 


First Week’s Dinners... . 


Recipes for Two... pe AAaEE aaa to arte Gi 4 rach ole 
ee © OUI DANG sa 6 0.60.5 coos os aeies cee ease 
CHILD HEALTH CLINIC 


The Evolution of a Parent: Part III. 
...Dr. William E. Blatz 


poo and names in 


Helen Kippax 


M. Lois Clipsham 
























10 
12 
14 


29 
30 


104 


37 
38 
40 
42 
44 
72 
85 
89 


57 
58 


84 


91 
92 
93 
94 


99 


South America and Spain, $2.00 per year; all other 
countries $3.00 per year (renewals only accepted for out- 
side Canada). aes copies 10c. Copyright, 1946, by 
Maclean-Hunter bl. Company Limited. The 
ion stories appearing in 
are imaginary and have no reference to living 

persons. Manuscripts submitted to Chatelaine must be 
by envelopes and return postage. 

_ The will exercise every care in handling 
material submitted, but will not be responsible for loss. 

Chatelaine is fully protected by copyright and its con- 

tents may not be reprinted without permission. Author- 

ized as Seccn’-Tinzs MMa'l, P.O. Department, Ottawa. 


- 





& Dae 


a 


eee eee I 


ee 
A 





gh 


GG dite 





tome ® 





Chatelaine 9 May 946 


the “table 
Comtr 


gleaming 


For it 15. 


bf 
ao 
it wishing 
tion, the 
| the perfec 
See— 


C oo ounity Se 
dis tinction — 


FYRIG 
SHT 1946 
ONEID 
ALTD 


Comm 


ve sures = 
yoa om a> te 
| balance 


She 


re — 


! For kee 


le ‘for two, 
nunity- 


uts 
*p- -€ tc the ‘ 
sity 


1e pride P 
. the det 
of Ce ymmul 


nest 


enduring + be 
Cc 


oy” 3 now. 


iS. 


ver 


patte r 


auty 


of poll 


ns, 


of 
\j shed 





